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CAIUS GRACCHUS. 



SCENE L—A Street in Rmie—nx CiHzem 

dhcotered. 



Enter Mabous and TiTve, lookiag oeauionally back, at if 
obteroing something patging behitid them. 

Mar. Who is that next hira in monming ? 

Tit. HU nephew ; the rest are common friends. 
Poor Vettius ! no one will plead for him. 

Mar. Peace ! they are coming on. 

Enter Vettius and hit four Friends, in mourning, foOoaed 

by Pbobitb anil tteeive other Citixent. 

Vet. Weep not, my Wends, for me; for Eome— for 

Reserve yonr teats. Her pride is tnra'd to shame ; 

Her wealth to poverty ; her strength to weakness ; 

Her fair report into a blasted name. 

Which owns no grace of virtne. Who would thrive 

In Rome, let him forget what honour is, 

Truth, reverence for the gods, respect for man ; 

Let him have hands consort with deeds, whose names 

The doer whispers, while he cannot force 

His eyes to go the way of his hands. Ay, gaze, 

Yo poor, despised, and outcast sons of Borne ! 

That crouch to yonr own power, by men more strong, 

Only because more daring, wrench'd from you I 

Ay, gaze ; and see yonr lovers, one by one. 
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Gat off; and never cnree, unless it be 
Your own hands, that you dare not stretch to save them 1 
iVETTins and hit Friend* go out. 

Tit. Masters, we are in a sorrowful plight indeed, 
when such a friend as Vettius spurns us. 

Mar. See ! who is that be stops to speak to ? 

Tie. Know you not? Why, you've seen him as 
often as yonVe seen your own band. Tis the senator 
Fannins — that Fannius, that looks so sweetly On the 
people, and, for all that, never yet did them a good 
turn. 

Mar. ! is it he ? 

Tit. To be snre it is ! See how he leans to Vettius, 
and seems to pity him. I warrant yon there's a tear 
in his eye now, although his heart would laugh to tell 
you how it came there. See, he puts his hand upon 
his breast ; that's an appeal to hia honesty, which is 
always sure to be out of the way, whenever any one else 
happens to call upon it. Oh, he's a proper patrician ! 

Mar. Think you they will condemn Yettius ? 

Tit. Think you he is a friend to the people ? 

Mar. Who doubts that he is? 

7*1^. Who doubts, then, they wiU condemn him ? 

Mar. See 1 Fannius quits him. 

Tit. And he's as much his Mend as ever he was. 
His absence vrill profit him just as mncb as his pre- 
sence. — Yonder comes Licinius, the brother'in-law of 
Caius Gracchus. Who knows but Gains will speak 
for Vettius, who was his brother Tiberins's &iend ? 

Mar. Kot he ! He never appears in the assemblies 
of the people. 

Pro. No; he loves to keep house better. He is 
married, you know ; and his wife is a fair woman. No 
wonder he prefers her company to oars. 

Mar. Do they say he is a man of any parts ? 

Tit. Yes; he assisted his brother Tiberius once, 
when be was tribnne; and he was thought to be of 
great promise. 'Tie said be is much given to stady. 

Mar. 'Twould seem so, indeed ; and that he had not 
yet found ont it was the patricians who murdered his 
brother. I would have taken more revenge for a cur 
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of mine that li&d beea lamed, thaa Caiua took for his 
brother that was murdered. What reveDge did he 
take ? None 1 He kept house, while the patrioiana 
buried bis brother in the Tiber ! Rome lisa nothing to 
hope from him. 

Pro. Nay, that's certtun. Hell dbtot die for the 
people. 

Mar. Die I No, nor live neither. 

Tit. Silence ! Licinius is here. 

Enter Lioinivs and C^ivs GitAoonve. 

Lie. Health to you, master ! 

Mar. Health to Licinius ! 

Caiut. Q 2*0 Licinius.^ The people look eoldly on me. 

Lie. Hang them 1 They show fine lure at their 
own bandywork. I'll speak to them. 

Caiut. Gently, I pray you ; they are bare and 
hungry, honseleaa and friendleaa, and my heart bleeds 
for them. 

lAe. What is the cause of your collecting ? 

Lit. We come to see Yettius condemned. 

Lie. Why do yon say condemned ? The laws are 
to try him. He will have justice. 

Mar. Ay, from the patricians 1 

Lie. What of the patridons ? Are not the patricians 
just? 

Mar. Not to the people. 

Lie. Why not? 

Mar. Because they have the power to be otherwise. 
They have ae great dominion over the people, as over 
their oxen ; and so they treat them like their oxen, — 
unhide them, hack them up, and feed upon them. 

Lie. Are the people, then, no better than their oxen, 
that they endure alt this ? 

Mar, What can the people do ? They have no 
friends that will speak, or act for them. The people 
can do nothing of thomBelves — they have no power. 
If the people could find fiiends 

Lie. Peace I peace ! If you gtun friends, you lose 
them strught. 
Whoe'er would die for you, may die for you. 
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Yon ahnig, yon shiver, and yoti whine ; bnt he 
That pities you, has need himself uf pity. 
Yon make a big shont, and a frightful &ce. 
But in yonr acta are little to be feared. 

Mar. Are yon agiunst us, too ? You that were 
!nberins's fHend T 

Lie. Who bat his friend ahonld be agiunst yon ? Yon 
That fell from him in danger, who to you 
In danger clung ? Who would not be i^inst yon ? 
Drowning, you make a cry ; and when a hand 
Is found to keep your head above the flood, 
And bear yon safe to land, at the first wave 
That booms upon you — idiots in your fear ! 
You mar his still, and sink him to the bottom ! 

Mar. Is that our way ? 

Lie. Ask you for friends, who to your friends are foes ? 
I would that Gaiua Gracchus now were liere, 
Whose brother you gave up to death. 

Mar, We gave ! 

Lie. Ye gave ! When, in the exorcise of your rights. 
The nobles, with their herd of slaves !iud clients, 
Drove you — a base herd to be so driven ! — 
With dubs and levers from the market-place. 
What did yoa then ? Like spectres, with your fear. 
Livid and purged of substance, you glared on. 
And saw Tiberius, mangled with their staves, 
Into the Tiber thrown, as butchers cast 
The entrails to the tide. 

Caiui. No more, Licinius ; 
Pray you, no more ; you are too stem with them. 

Lie. Too stern ! Wonld the patricians learn of me, 
I'd teach them how to cater for the people. 
They should not have a vote. If free-bom men 
Will crouch like slaves, why would yon have them 

Caiu». It is his mode, friends ; let him be ; ne'er 
mind him. 

tLiciNiDs and Ckivb Gbacchos^ out. 
Mar, 'Tis pl^n Licinius is no friend of onia. 
Tit. He says truth. You suffered the patricians 
and their slaves to murder Tiberius. 
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Mar. If Lidnius Ib ho bitter aguntt xa, what must 
we expect from Cains i 

Tit. Yet would be have stopped licinins when he 
railed at as. Who knows but Ciuus wonld befiiend 
tbe people if he could ? 

Mar, Not he ! He'd hang tbe people if he could — 
Come, mastera; to tbe forum. Farewell, Tibenua! 
He would not see Vettiue accused without defending 
him.— 'Twill be long before we shall see such another 
Mend w Tiberius ! \_ Th^ go out. 



SCENE U.—The Forum~lhe Tribunal, on which it 

the Caruh Chair, nx Lictart on each tide— an Altar 

— a Eotlrum. 
Fi^MiNivB, Ofimivs, TuDiTANUg, Faknius, and Senaiort, 
diteovered, 

Opi. How would yon cure a state o'errun with evils, 
But as you'd cleanse a garden rank with weeds ? 
Up with them hy the roots ! The slothful hand 
That will not bend it to the needful work. 
Mars its own ease, and profitless expends 
Tbe labour which it grudges. Wby falls Tiberius, 
If not bis coadjutor ? Yettius free, 
Oraccbus should hare been free, and Rone a slave. 

Fla. Know 7011 what friend he trusts with his 
defence ? 

Tiid. 'Tis mmont'd, but I say not vritb what truth, 
That, hopeless of acquittal, he will plead 
Guilty, and throw himself upon our mercy. 

Opt. Oiur mercy, then, is mercy to ourselves ; 
In sbovring which, we dare not pardon him. 
Gains, I trust, will not appear for bim. 

Fan. Not be ; he shuns all care of public questions. 
And seems to be a mild retiring man. 
He is not of the temper of Tiberius; 
Or, if he is, he does not emulate 
His fate. 

OpL I would not have him speak for Tettins r 
His voice would be omnipotent agMnst us. 
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fan. Sec, Vettius is at hand ! Opimiua, 
Yoa will conduct the prosecution. 

[Flauinids memS* the tribunal — the Patrieiant 
folloK, and remain at the foot of the ilept — 
Opihids goet and ateendt the rottrwm. 



Opi. Vettins, stand forth ! 

Vet. [_Advancit^.'2 Behold, Opimiua, 
The sacrifice is ready 1 

Opi. The false man 
Is his own sacrificer. Gentle Romans, 
, When shall we live m brothers ? Is not Borne 
Our common mother ? Why should we, her sons, 
B« foes ? Ye powers that favour civil oonoord. 
Prepare your vengeance, for the fratricide 
Foments distrust among us. 

Tit. Oplmius pays the people court. 

Mar. Yes, he rides us well. He strokes ns, when 
we do not need the spur. 0, we are gentle beasts ! 

Opi. You, SpuriuB Yettius, I accuse of treason. 
What answer you ? 

Fet. That, since the times decree 
To innocence, what was in ancient days 
The penalty of guilt, I am prepared 
To suffer your award, and answer — guilty 1 

\^Goet under the rottrum. 

Flo, And wave yon all defence 7 

Vet. When knew you, consul, 
A roan already cast to make defence ? 
I seem at la]^, but well am I advised 
My cause is tried, and final sentence pass'd. 
If you would have me use a Boman's right. 
Show me the Romans I shall dum it of. 
Call you these Romans ? Why, yonr very slaves 
Put on a prouder port, and cower not thus 
Before you ! 

OjA. Hear yon hia seditious speech t 
But he convicts himself. Say, Romaoa, say, 
What penalty do yon adjudge the traitor f 
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Tud. Let it be death. 

Tid. Nay, good Xuditanus, name some other ponish- 
meat. We will oonaent to bttoish him. 

Opi. It is too mild a sentenoe. Let it be death 1 

Senator*. Ay, death ! 

Fla. Come down, Opimins, help na to collect 
The votes. 

[Opuiics de$cetid$ from th« rottrum, and ^oe$ 
down behind the Citizens. 

Vet. O, Romans 1 he that is content 
To live among you, prostrate as you aw, 
Should suffer worse than death I 

Opi. Your votes ! 

Caiob Gbaocbus appears in the roitrvm. 

Cain*. Opiinins, hold ! 

(Upon hearinff Caius GRAccHtre the people thoul, 
pre*» round the rottruTn, and cry " Cuns! Cains 
Gracchus ! Caiua 1 Caius !") 

Opi. How I Gracchus in the rostrum ! 

Caifiu. Hold, good Opimius ! do not yet collect 
The votes. 

Tit. Sf Citixem. No ! no !— No votes! 

Mar. Speak, Caius Gracchus ! speak ! 

Caiiu. I come to plead for Vettius. 

Tit. Go on ! go on ! 

Caiut. The brother of Tiberins for the friend ! 

Mar. Noble Caius, go on 1 

Caiti*. I pray yOu, gentle friends, if I should moke you 
A poor, confused, diajoinfed, graceless speech, 
Let it not hurt the man for whom 1 pl^. 
If I shoold falter — if my heart should rise 
Into my throat, and choke my utterance. 
Or if my eyes should with a torrent drown 
My struggling words, let it not, I beseech you. 
Let it not hurt the man for whom I plead ! 

Jtfor. Tiberius lives again ! Tib^us spe^is ! 

Caittt. Tiberius lives again ! Alas, my Mends ! 
Go ask the Tiber if he Uves again ; 
Cry for him to its waters ; they do know 
Where your Tiberius lies, never to live 
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Agun. Their chaoDel was h\a only grave, 
Where they do raunour o'er him ; but, with all 
The restleSB chafing of their many waves, 
Cannot awake one throb in the big heart 
That wont to beat so strong, when struggling few 
Yoar liberties ! 

Tit. Noble Tlberine ! 

Mar. NobleCaiusl Seehowheweepsforhisbrother! 

Opi. Their hearts are his already. Our labour's lost. 

CtHUf. What ie't you do ? Is it to banishment 
Or death, yon are about to doom that man t 
Know you no heavier punishment for those 
That love you? Rather let them live, to hear 
You groan beneath the burdens of the great. 
And bear it ! — To behold you vilely spura'd 
By clients, bondsmen, hirelings, and bear it 1 
To see you griped by heartless usury ! 
To hear your children cry to you for food. 
Without a shelter for your wretched heads, 
Or land enough to serve you for a grave. 
And bear it ! To a Roman, such as Tettiua, 
What banishment, what death, were suffering 
Equal to life like this ? 

TU. Most true ! most true ! 

Mar. Vetlius is a friend to the people, and therefore 
he is accused. 

Firit Citizen. Ay, that's bis crime. 

Second Citizen. He's innocent. 

Tit. Sf Mar. Vettius is innocent ! 

Ofi. Have yon done, Caius ? 
For, by your leave, I will produce my witnesses. 

Vet. They are the creatures of thy tampering ; 
Wretches that feed upon the victims of 
Thy cruelty. 

Opi. Hoa, there ! Afy witnesses I 

Mar. No witnesses 1 no wituesses I 

Tit. Speak, Gracchus, speak 1 
Well hear you, Gracchus, before a thousand witnesses. 
— Oo on ! 

Citizem. Go on ! go on I 

Cdtuf. Romans ! I hold a copy of the charge. 
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And depositioDS of tbe witneasea. 
Upon three several grounds he is arrftign'd : 
f^ret, that he strove to bring tbe magietrac^ 
Into contempt ; next, that he form'd a plot. 
With certain slaves, to raise a tumult ; last — 
And were there here the slightest proof, myself 
Would bid him sheathe a dagger in hia breast, — 
That he conspired with enemies of Rome, — 
With foreigners— barbariana, to betray her ! 
The first, I'll answer ; Vettiua is a Roman, 
And 'tis his privilege to speak his thoughts. 
The next, I'll answer ; Vettins is a freeman. 
And never would make compact with a slave. 
The last I'll answer : Vettins loves bis country ; 
And who that loves hia country would betray her ! 
But, say they, * We have witness against him.' 
Name them ! Who stands the first upon the list ? 
A client ! I'll oppose to bim a senator. 
Who next ? A slave ! Set down a Roman knight ! 
Who follows last 1 The servant of a Questor 1 
111 place a Tribune opposite to liim ! 
How stand we now ? Which weighs the heavier ? 
Their Questor's servant, or my Tribune ? — Their 
Slave, or my Roman knight ? — Their client, or 
My senator ? Now, call your witnesses. 

Mar. We'll have no witnesses ! 

Tif. For your sake, Cains, we acquit him. 

Mar. Vettins is innocent. 

Cititem. Ay ! ay ! ay ! 

Mar. The tribes acquit Vettins by acclamation. 

Citizent. We do ! we do ! 

Opt. Hear me, I say ! 

Citizeru. No ! no ! no ! 

C<du*. [_DeKmdinff from the roitrum.2 Their voicea 
are gainst you, Opimius 1 

Fla. To please the people, we vrithdraw our ch^ge. 

CiHzent. Huzza! humal 

Caiiu, Come Vettius, come ! my brotber's Mend is 
free! 

Citxzmu. Huzza ! bu^ ! 
(Cajus Gracchus, VETnra, and Citizens, go out.) 
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Fla. Thia was their policy I — What's to be done ? 

Opi. Remove him from the city, and yoa nip 
The danger in the bud. I'll take him for 
My Questor, if you'll name him to the office, 
And render good account of him. Who waits 
Until a reptile stings him, eie he tmiahes it? 
Tread on it at once ! 

Fla. Your counsel pleases me. 
Here's the commission 1 desigu'd for Carbo, 
All hut the name, fill'd np. In Carbo's place, 
III insert Caius, and deBpatch it to him. 

Opi. I leave Rome ere an hour, 

Fla. He shall have orders 
Afost pontive to bear you company. 

Opi. Of your decision yon ^all reap the fimits, 
Or, when you name your fiiends, leave ont Opimiue ! 

^Opimiub and TcDtTAJdje ffo out, the tceiu olotei <n 



SCENE III.— CAins Gragchiu's Hotue. 
fnfer LiriA and Lioinia. 

hvA. I am the happiest wife in Kome, jay Livia I 
The happiest wife in Rome. 

Livia. I doubt it not I 
Bnt there's Flaminius' wife, the other day. 
Scarce from tbe forum to her house conld pass 
For salutations, that her husband won 
The consulate. 

Lid. That day, my Ciuna sat 
At home with me, and read to me, my Livia. 
Little cared I who won the consulate I 

Lipta. And there's Lectorius has obtun'd a govern- 
ment; 
His wife will be a queen I 

Lid. Well, let her be bo I 
My qneendom is, to be a wmple wife. 
This is my government, my hosband's hoose. 
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Where, when he cdta with me, he ii eDthroned. 
Enough. You'll smile ; hut, Juno be my witness I 
I'd rather see him, with hi» boy upon 
His knee, than seated in the consul's chair. 
With all the senate round him. 

[^Durin^ tki* speech the pulU forward the tahU, ^. 
andj^acet her embrMderg, 

Lieia. Yet his greatness 
Unst needs be thine. 

liiei. I do not care for greatness : 
It is a thing Utss too much oat of doors ; 
Tis any whore but at home ; you will not find it 
Onoe in a week, in its own house, at supper 
With the family. Knock any hour you choose. 
And aak for it ; nine times in ten they'll send you 
To the senate, or the forum, or to such 
Or each a one's, in quest of it I 'Tis a month 
Knee Caius took a meal from home, and that 
Was with my brother. If he walks, I walk 
Along with him, if I choose ; or if I stay 
Behind, it is a race 'twixt him and the time 
He promised to be back again, which is first ; 
And when he's back, and the door shut on him, 
Conaummate happy in my world within, 
I never tiimk of any world without. 

Lima. Well, then, yon are the happiest wife in Rome. 

Xfat. Tell me, and did Flaminius' wife weep, Livia, 
That day that Rome did salutation unto her ? 

Litia. Weep ! — No ; why should she weep ! 

Lid. For happiness. 
Do yon see ? I cannot talk of Caius, but 
I weep, so blessed happy am I ! — ^There's 
Cornelia ; that's her step I hear. She is 
The kindest mother to me, Livia ; though 
She sometimes chides me, that I'd have my Caius 
LiTe for bis wife alone. 

Elder CoaNKUA. 
Cor. Good day, my Livia. 
Now would I lose my head, conid I not tell 
What this tair thing, that calls me mother, has 
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Been talking of : if not her husbaad, then 

For once hath the hunclredlb chance turn'd up, with all 

The ninety-nine against it ! 

Lid. Well, a wife 
May talk of her husband. 

Cor. Did I not tell you so ? 
Well, well ! I've just now come from thy young Cains ; 
We've almost quairell'd ; would you think it ? Mind, 
Licinia, what I gay : that boy's the making 
Of a mau, — will not be kept on humble terms 
With Fortune, but walk up to her, and challenge her 
To smile, or frown her most. 

Lid. It must content me. 
His father is not such a one. 

Cor. May be ! 

Lid. Ay, but I'm sure of it ! 

[_SiU doom to her embroidery- 

Xtoia. Good day, Licinia ! 
Cornelia, health be with you ! 

Lid. Must you go ? 
You have not told me yet the morning's news. 

Lima. Indeed I've heard none, save that Vettius, 
They say, is to be banish'd, which no doubt 
Yon kuow already. 

Lid. Not a word of it. 
What is the time of day t 

Lima. 'Tis the third hour, 
And past. Good day agaia. ^Goet out. 

Cor. Good day, my Livia ! 
Why, my Licinia, what's the matter with yon I 
You've sufier'd Livia to depart, without 
Saying good-bye to her. 

Lid. 'Tis past the time 
Cains should have been back, almost an hour. 

Cor. Well, what and if it ia ? Go on with your work. 
And wile the time away; the sooner he'll 
Be with you. 
[^Advandng Uneardi her, and looking over her thovlder. 
Why you've done that rose to the life. 
A rausk-rose, is it not ! 'Tis every thing 
Except the scent, and that almost £. think 
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I can perceiYe with looking on't. Indeed, 
You are a Bkilful needle ! 

Lici. Do 70U think 
Caius hath aught to do with Tettius' trial ! 

Cor. Think wh&t is passing on Olympus ! One way 
Or the other, what concerne it us ? Men hare 
Their proper business, which no part it is 
Of ours to help to manage. Why, that thread's 
A orimaon one you're tiding to the leaf 1 

Ltd., [^Rmnff.'2 GomeUa! mother! do you know 
anything 
About Cuus } I'm sure you do : you praise 
My work when I discourse of him ; — when I ask you 
ConcemiDg him, your answer but puts off 
The proper one, which, were it good to hare, 
Would you not give it me ! I fear, I know 
Not what. Oh, tell me what have I to fear ; 
Keep me not in the dark : a thing we see not 
Stirring will startle us, which, when hght comes, 
We smile to find could do it. 

Cor. Take your seat again. 
And I'll sit down by you ; and listen to me. 

Lici. I thank you now, Comeha ! 

Lici. Thauk me by and by ; 
You should, but I doubt yon will not. I know nothing 
Of Cains' measure- 

Lici. Measures! — Hath he measures ? 

Cor, Hath he hands and feet ? — Hath he brains and 
heart ? — Is he 
A man 1 — What do yon take him for? — Have men 
No parts to play but lovers ? — What ! are they 
Not citizens as well ? — Have they not crafts, 
Calh'ngs, professions ? — Women act their parts, 
When they do make their order'd houses know them : 
Men must he busy out of doors — must stir 
The (nty ; yea, make the great world aware 
That they are in it; — for the mastery 
Of which they race, and wrestle, and such feats 
Perform, the very skies, in wonderment. 
Echoing back earth's aoolaim, cry out of them I 
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Enter Liouiius. 
Wbal want you with me, my Licimns ? ^Ruinff and 

ttJdng him tmde."^ You 
Have come to tell me Bomething : Gains hath spoken 
For Vottius ; I waa certMn he would do it. 
He has entefd the lists, — he has stripp'd for the course ! 

I know 
He will not get &ir play, no more than bis brother. 
These fears are not good omens, my Licinlus ; 
But let him run it nobly I 

Lie. Nobly be 
Hath started : Vettius is acquitted. 

Cor. So far 
All's well. Away ! Harry him home to us, — 
The sooner here the better ! 

Lid. \_^Ruing.'y Stay, LiciniUB ! 

Cor. I'U tell you all, Licinia ; let bim go. 
CaiuB hath spoken in the forum for (]LlCINID8^0«t oi«(. 
His brother''s friend, and they've acquitted bim. 

Lid. ^Burning into fean.] An hour ago I was the 
happiest wife 
In Rome! 

Cor. Licinia, if you are Ciuus' wife, 
I am bis mother. Is be not dear to me, — 
My youngest son, and last ? Yet do I bear 
What I do know must come. I know my son : 
Know thou thy husband — know thou Cains Graccbua. 
He loves bia mother well — Licinia better, — 
Hifl country best ! As I, his mother, grudge not 
That he prefers tbee, thou, bis wife, repine not 
That be prefers bis country. Both of us 
lUake up our minds to all nay follow. 

Enter Luctvs. 

Lve. My master's coming, Cornelia, attended by a 

crowd of citizens, who rend the air with shouts, lliey 

say be has procured the acquittal of the noble Vettins. 

— Rome is all joy and exn^^tion. 

Cor. Run to tiie door, and wait upon thy master. 

, QLdoics goei out. 

Hear you, Licinia "i Away with these sad looks ; 
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Damp not thy husband's triumph ! C&n yoa hear 
The people's shouts, and not partake their joy ? 

Lid. I can remember, when Tiberius fell, 
Not one of all of them had voice enough 
To bid his murderers atop. 

Cor. 'Tis well, Llcinia. 
Had he not fallen in a generous cause, 
I ^ould have thought of that as well as you. 

[_Shoitlt kUAouI. 

Enter C^ius Gbadghvs, Lcoivs, and Attendants. 
My son — my Caius ! give you joy ! — You ve saved 
The life of your brother's friend ! 

Caiut. Licinia knows it ? 

Cor. She dpea ; go to her. 

Caiut. She has more to learn. 
Scarce had I left the forum, when a message 
From the consul follow'd, giviug me the post 
Of Questor, and requiring me on the instant 
To join Opimius. fLucius and Attendants ffo out. 

Cor. What ! and must you leave ua ! 
I did not look for this. At once, my Caius ? 
Well, son, I'm ready; — go, prepare thy wife. 

Caiui. What, my Ijcinia 1 don't you speak to 
Cains ? 

Ziiei, You never said a word of it to me ! 

Re-entw Licinios. 
Lie, Come, Ciuus, are you ready ? 
Lid. Ready for what ? 
Caiut. To take a ride, wife, and a long one, too. 
Lie. The general waits. 

Bt-eater Lucius and .attendants, hearing Caius' AeAnef, 
tvKTd, and dodk. 

Lid. The general waits 1 — What general ? 
Where are you going, Caius ? — Oh, ye gods ! 
What's to become of me?— Tell me the worst! 

Cairn. , Love, I'm appointed Questor to Opimius ; 
And but a moment have for the farewells 
Would take a day to speak, and many still 
Left over. Wife ! Licinia I if you love m o 
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Ltd. If I loTe yon ! 

Cor, Ay, Licioia, if you love hiia. 
Wouidst have thy husband be the lowest man 
In Rome ? Thou knowest none may hope to gain 
The honours of the state, who have not shown 
Their prowess in the field. A Koman wife 
la married to her husband's glory, not 
His ease and pleasure. Come, take leave of him. 

Lift. I'll eee you to your horse. 

Cor. What, with that fiwe ? 

Lid. Will you not see your boy before you go 1 

Caiut. I saw him, sweet, as 1 came in. 

Lid. Well, Caius, 
Farewell ! 

CaivM. Now, that's my own Licinia ! 
I'll send you letters, love, day after day. 
Now, that's my own brave ^1, to give me ft smile ! 
'Tis like a sunny morning to a traveller 
At setting out — fills him with happiest omens. 
Farewell ! 

Lid. I'll see you to the door. 

Caiut. So do. 
Keep up your heart, love ; I can come to yon. 
You know, at a day's calling — think of that ; 
Or you can come to me ; — and you will write 
Me letters, won't you ? — Every word of which 
I'll kiss, and think it is the hand that traced them ! 
There, now; — and, love, remember, as I shall. 
Sad parting makes sweet meeting. Now, my Licinia ! 
[They go out. 
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ACT II. 
I.— A Street in Soots. 



Enter Fannius. 

Fan. The gods pioride for him I Fame talks of him. 
As of a theme she could eiublaaon the more, 
The more she should dilate on't. Enemiee 
Contend with friends which shall outdu the other 
Id Taunting of him. Yea, the hands that hate him 
Supply him but with richest kindneasee ; 
The bane they'd give him turning into good. 
This Queatorsbip, for hia undoing meant. 
Has built him np a thousand times the man 
He was before ; that scarce a day can pass, 
But something's added, to swell tip the amonnt 
Of his too prosperous fortunes. 

Enter Flahwius. 

jP^. Health to Fannins ! 
Opimius is arrived. 

fan. I am glad of it. 

Fla. Something to temper joy — would you believe it! 
GrocchoB is now in Bome, or soon to be. 

Fan. Ha ! it was that which brought Licinina to 
His house ! I saw him enter it just now. 

Fla. What think you? 

Fan. That, if he returns to Rome, 
Some's at his feet. 

Fla, Come to the senate ; something 
Must be resolved upon to hurt his credit, 
And slake the people's joy at seeing him. 

Fan. Effect hut that, Uion art a god to Rome ! 
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SCENE II.— C<MM» Graechta' Uouii. 

CoBMEUA, LtoiNiA, and Lioinius, dUoooerei — Lidihia 
teated at a table. 

Cor. Are not yon pleased at this, licinU I 

i«W. No ; 
Nor pleased, yut nor displeased, Cornelia. 
What care 1, that the world allows him good 
And wise ? Did I not know him so before t 
Had I a doubt of it ?— Whom did I ask 
To give their oath of it ? — I was content 
With mine own knowledge. Why should I be glad 
That all do praise him ? — For his sake ! — Alas ! 
For any cause but that I Whom all do praise. 
Hath but a thousand eyes for one bent on him 
Can lower, as well ae smile. I did not wed 
Thy son, ae one would choose an idle gem, 
To other's eyes to sparkle ; but because 
He shone to mine. 

Cor. Hear her ! — Go on, Licinins. 

Lie, His very fame more profit brings to Kome, 
Than the exploits themsolTes of other men. 
His fair renown has charmed Micipsa so. 
That he has sent large store of com to the army ; 
And his ambassadors hare made it known 
To the senate, in full assembly, that their master 
Perfonn'd this from his mere respect for Caius. 

Cor. Oh, glorious boy I surpass thy mother's hopes ! 
What siud the senate 1 — Were they not struck with this? 
Did they not own the virtue of laj son. 
And praise the name of Gracchus ? 

Lie. They! — Alas! 
Their proud blood bows to aught but virtue. No ; 
The ambassadors were spum'd, — driven out with 

shame, — 
Sent back with scorn, as mere barbarians, who, 
By showing their just preference of your son. 
Slighted the senate of its due respect. 

Zitct. Unhappy Caiua I tliy conspicnons virtue 
But marks thee ont the victim of the senate ! 
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Cer. It marks him out the favourite of the goda 1 
Think'st thon I pettr*d my son to follow virtue 
Only for men's acclaim ? It ill had fitted 
The child of Scipio, and had never made me 
The mother of the Qraocbi 1 \^A$ide to Licinius^ Say, 

Licinius, 
Knows Caiua thia ? 

Lie. [[^*M&toCoitHELiA.^ HedoeSj&ommauyhanda. 
Hifl fiieuds are strong. The eenate cannot hide 
His worth from Rome. The people think of Cains 
As their Bole hope ; and should ho stand for tribune. 
He must obtfun the office. 

Cor. What 1 and will 
He stand for tribune ? Wh«%fore do I ask ? 
Do I not know he will 7 [^SAotOt teitiout. 

Ltd, What means that shout ? 

Lm. Forgive me, eister, that I have conceal'd 
The measures of hia Mends, who have advised him 
To show himself at onco in R«mo. No doubt 
Tie Caius, and the people welcome him. 

LieL 'lisCaius! — Hearlrigbt? — '[nshe, my Cains! 

Enter Caiub Gbaoohus and PoMPOtocs. 

Cdtuf. My soul, we meet i^ain! — My honour'd 
mother 1 

Cor. The mother is honour'd in her son, my Gains. 

Caiui. Licinius — friend and brother I I received 
Tour letters, and I thank you for your care. 
Licinia, thank the gods ! we meet again. 
How is our boy, love ! — How art thou thyself 7 
Let me look at thee : well, as my heart could vrish ! 
Great Jove! to look on such a precioua thing, 
And call it miue I You may smile, Marcus, but 
There's such a thing as loving one's wiie. Licinia, 
Am I not with thoe again ? Let him who thinks 
The world is worth his home, exchange home for it : 
A little time, he'll find he has lost a world. 
Not found one. 

Enter Liron/s. 

Luc. Ctuus, a messenger 
Kom the senate. 
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Cotuf. Admit him. [Ltrcics goe» oui. 

Mother, you'll give me leave; — Licinia, 
I've many things to tell thee. Comit these gems, love ; 
They were a gift to me for thee, from hands 
Do only know thee from thy husband's tongue, 
Ne'er yet could speak the moiety of thy worth. 
Go with my mother, sweet I I have neglected 
Some matters of high duty, just to snatch 
This look of thee, and those must now be done, 
Ere I can banquet longer. 

Lid. Caius, you'll 
Be with us soon ? 

Caiiu, That soon's a feat of time, 
With shortest flight and swiftest expectation 
It cannot now perform. Our haste shall own 
No stop can be push'd by, 

Zitct. Remember, now! [Cobnelia ami Licinia^ oirf, 

Caiut. Now for the senate ! 

Enter a Lictor. 

Ltetor. The senate, Caius, cites yon to appear 
Before the censors. 

Caim. Well! —Acquaint the senate 
I diall obey. [Lictor ffoet out. 

Pom. 'Twaa rumour'd, ere you came, 
Opimius had retum'd ; on which account 
The senate had been suddenly convoked. 

Caiut. I did expect as much. Let me think — let 
me think t 
Nothing done rashly, nor yet timidly, 
The mean's discretion, back'd by sedate resolve. 
I cannot do it !— My blood's a point too warm I 
To hear a man deal out morality, 
Axiom upon axiom— for au hour dilate 
tJpon the value of an aphorism, — 
Amplify to o'ermnning in the cause. 
And then, at every allegation. 
Invoke no less a witness than high Jove 
Himself, and know him all the while to play 
The knave,— great HotcuIcs ! it sets my veins 
A boiling ! 
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Lie. CaiuB, yon would need a rein 
More firmly rded than this. 

Caivt. 1 know it — I know it, 
Aa well as yon. Hang them ! Ill try and play 
The cautious man for once. 'Tis time to ohooae 
New tribunes, is it not ? 

Pom. It ii. 

Cmut. Yon see 
I cannot be at home an hour, but they 
Let loose the dogs upon me. Come ! to the censors I 
Now will you see them hold their hands to the gods ! 
Behold my brother's blood upon those hands, — 
Yea, dripping from them, which was wiped as cool 
As it was water ! They believed I had 
Forgot Tiberius' death ; ay, while I beard 
The Tiber talk of it in every murmur 
Of its uneasy tide ! 

Lie. How do you mean 
To act !— Your plana ? 

Caiw. How do I mean to act ! 
Uy plans ! Come with me to the Campus Maitius. 
\_Thei/ go out 



SCENE III. — T?i« Campu* Martius^the Portico of 

the Temple of Mart, under which the chain for the 

Centort are placed. 

Enter Titus and Mabocs. 

Tit. So, Cains is returned from the army? 

Mar. Ay ; there's not an honest man in Home bnt's 
glad of it. 

Tit. Why gather the people to the Campus Martins 7 

Mar, Here are two senators' gentlemen will inform 
you. 

Enter Sbxtcs and Quitrrns. 

Tit. Health to you, master ! 

Sex. Health to you, master ! 

Tit. Can you tell ns why the people gather this way ? 

Sex. For the old reason, friend : we are all good till 
were tried. 
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Tit. Ay, indeed ! What honest man haa turned 
rogue to day ? 

Seo!. Many a one, I doubt ; but chiefly he whom 
our good citizena believe the hoQeetest in Rome. 

Mar. Mean you your master, friend t 

Sex. No ; I mean the master of the people ; the 
gentleman who feels for their empty stomacbe, and 
ffvea them words to eat ; your Caius Gracchus, who 
calls OUT tradesmen the nobility of Kome ; and so in- 
deed they are, if rags can make them so. 

Mar. No bad evidence ! Yon cannot wear the 
wool, without shearing the sheep. But, pray, what's 
the matter with Ciuns Qracchus ? 

Sex. Only that he has returned from the army 
without his general's leave — nothing more, except a 
whisper or two about the tumnlt at Fregella. Tie 
said be bad a hand in it. 

Mar. What's your opinion ? 

Sex, Believe me, it does not favour him. 

Tit. What ! you like the fare that the patricians 
give? 

Sex. What fare t 

Tit. A good dinner. Ctuns, you say, feeds the 
people upon words. A very natural preference ! 
There's not a dog or an ass in Rome that would not 
be of yonr mind. 

Sea. [^Rairinff hit tta^.'^ Pray which of the two may 
you be, friend ? 

Jifar. Why ask you ? 

Sex. Oh ! merely that, upon occasion, I may know 
whether I ought to take my foot or my staff to you. 
Mo offence, I hope. I have all the respect in the 
world for you, believe me. 

Til. [To Marcus.] You have the worst of it. Let 
me take him in band. {^To Sexiub.] Hark you, 
master ; a. word with you. 

Stx. Your pJeasiu'e, master 1 

Tit. How comes your cloak to have that gloss 
upon it ? 

Sex. Not by partaking of your grease, fiieiid. 

Tit. My grease I Why, man, here's as much fot in 
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ft touieS hije as in all my body I The patriciana have 
aweated me to very leanness, and left me nothing to 
recruit withal, but huoger and nakedness. 

Sex. They are right. They find that their cattle 
grow restive with abundance of provender. 

TiL But they feed their curs, fneud. 

Sex.' Whom do you call a cur 7 

Tit. Down with yonr staff, master, for I have another 
that may rufQe the gloss of yonr cloak for yon. Whatl 
has any thing surprised you ? Do yon wonder that 
the order which wins your battles ia the field, should 
refiiBe your blows in the city ? You despise ua when 
yon hare no need of us ; but, if an ounce of power or 
pecalation is to be gained through our means, oh 1 then 
yon put on yonr sweet looks, and, bowing to the very 
belts of our greasy jackets, you exclaim, " Fair gentle- 
men! — kind fellow-citizens I — loving comrades! — sweet, 
worthy, gentle Bomans ! — grant us your voices!" Or, 
if the enemy is to be opposed, oh I then we are "men 
of mettle ! — (poor starved devils!) — the defenders of 
our country ! " — (that is, your cattle as yon call us) — 
and so indeed we are. We bear your patricians on our 
backs to victory ; we carry them proudly through the 
ranks of the barbarians I They come off safe — we get 
tiie knocks, the pricks, and the scratches. They obtain 
crowns and triumphs — we cannot obtain — a dinner! 
They get their actions recorded— we get ours forgotten ! 
They receive new names and titles — we return to our 
old ones with which you honour ns — *' the rabble ! — the 
herdl— the cattle! — the vermin ! — the scum of Rome!" 

Sex. Pray, friend, will you look at this staff of mine? 

TU. I look at it, friend. 

Sex. Is it not a staff, friend ? 

Tit. Yes, if a staff ia a staff, friend. 

Sex. If I am weary, it enables me to rest myaelf ; if 
I am lame, it helps me to walk ; if I quarrel, it knocks 
down my adversary ; and yet, is it not always a staff, 
friend? 

Mar. [_To Tmre.] Yon have the worst of it. Let 
me attack him. Hark you, master. Does yonr staff 
ever knock its owner on the pate ? 
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S&e. What do you mean ! 

Mar. IStrikinff him.^ Why thus. 

Sex. Do you want to quarrel ? 

Mar. Oh, by no means. I only wanted to show you 
the difference between a staff and a man, fiiend. 

Tit. Turn on him again. I'll second you, and here 
ia a troop of friends at band. 

Qui. Bear with bim no longer. Hither cornea a 
band of our comrades. I'll beckon them to make haste. 
[_Callinff off^ Gome on, come on ! Tliese greaey citi- 
zens are uttering treason against our masters, the nobis 
patricians. 

Enter Servantt. 

Mar. Hem ! — Shall we go over the argument again, 
master ? Is there anything else your staff can do t 

Seat. Yes ; when I carry it heedlessly, it sometimes 
chauoesto — trip. [_Trips Marcos. 

Til. Help, help, there ! 

Enter Cittzem. — Confii*ed cry of " Down with the 

Citizens!' "Down with the Slaves and Servants!" — 

Thfy are <Aout to attack each other, uAen Flahiniijs's 

voice without ttops them. 
Enter Fi^hinius, Tuditanuh, Opiuius, Senators, too 
Censors, and twelve Lietort. 

Fla. Hold ! hold ! I charge you, you rash citizens ! 
What means this tumult ? How ! is peace so old 
That you are weary of it ? Who began 
This fray? 

Sex. That caitiff yonder. 

Tit. Our old names ! 

Mar. 'Twas that patrician's hireling that began it. 

Caivb GnAcomvB and hit Friendt, FoupONivsond LioiNtrs, 
appear behind. 
Opi. Silence ! ye wrangling discontented men ! 
Ye pest of Rome ! What stirs yon to this brawl ? 
I know your cue. Your Gracchus has retum'd. 
And ye the signal give of discontent, 
Conspiracy, and font rebellion ! 
A noble leader for your noble party ! 
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A glorious soldiei, that letuma him home 
Without his general's leave ! A worthy BOn 
Of Rome, that tampers with her enemies, 
And instigates her allies to revolt! 

An honest patriot 

l_Seeinff Gaius Gracchus dote to him, ke ekeckt 
himxetf, 

Caiue. Proceed, Opimius ! 
Now is yoar proper time to speak. I am here — 
Gracchus is here I Crracchns, that draws not on 
A man behind his back I 

[Opimitts w confiaed — ke vxdki tullenly to t^e place 
appointed for him, a* the aecuier of Caiob 
Gracchus — Gracchits Jixe* hit eyet tleai^iulty 
upon Opihiub, teho betrayt eotuiderabh tmbar- 
nutment. 

Opi' fflecoperift^,] This lofty bearing 
Befits the man could qait bis post without 
Hia generaTe leave, and use the sacred power 
His office gave him, to pervert the fiuth 
His dnty 'twas to guard ; as amply can 
Fregella testify. 

Cmui. Is this yonr charge? 
Censors ! I'll save yonr labour. It appears 
I am cited here, because I have retum'd 
Without my general's leave, and for the crime 
Of having raised the tumult at Fregella. 
first, with the first. I have remain'd my time ; 
Nay, I have overserved it by the laws — 
The laws which Caiue Gracchus dares not break. 
But, censors, let that pass. I will propose 
A better question for your satisfaction : 
*' How have I served my time ?" I'll answer that : — 
"How have I served my time?" — " For mine own gain, 
Or that of the repablic ?" What was my office ? 
Questor. What was its nature ? Lucrative ; 
80 lucrative, that all my predecessors. 
Who went forth poor, retum'd home rich — so rich, 
Their very vrine vessels resign'd their store 
Of fluid wealth, only for wealthier freight 
Of solid gold. I went forth, poor enough ; 
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But have retum'd still poorer than I went. 

Then, for mj conduct as a soldier, 

I do not blush to sa^, I have prerait'd 

By mercy more than vengeance. I have won 

From enemies their hearts, before their arms ; 

And held the tributary states to Rome, 

By Mendehip more than fear. I have answer'd that. 

Firit Cmtor. If you have served your time, and 
futhfuUy 
Discharged your duty, as a Roman Questor, 
So far you are acquitted. 

dpi. To the next, then— 
The tumult at Fregella. 

Cfriiu. Ay, to that ! 
Produce your proo& ! 

Opt, I charge yon, aa your general. 

Cmui. Your proofs — your evidence — your witnesses. 

Opi. Is it Irom thee I hear this haughty challenge ? 
Who best should know thy actions ? Wast thou not 
Mine officer ? I charge thee with tbe treason. 
Before the gods, I charge thee with it, Cuus ; 
I say, I charge thee as thy general. 

Coin*, Xhou daring noble ! Is it to the &ce 
Of these upright authorities, thon claim'st 
To be at once the witness and accuser ? 
Say, censors, is it fit t Is it the law ? 

Firtt Cattor. Tbe law permits it not. The accusation 
And proof^ in such a case, cannot exist 
In tbe same person. Cuus Gracchus, therefore, 
Is free, unless you can find other cause 
For bis detention. [_The Censors rite. 

Opi. Censors, it is fit 
You look to the public safety. If our criminals 
Escape your penalties, your prisons and 
Your chains will soon be our inheritance. 

Caiiu. Have tbe laws lost their reverence ? 

Fla. The charge 
Is heavy. 

Caitu. Heavy as the proofs are light. 
Ye citizens of Rome, behold what favour 
Your masters show your brethren ! I have txmiB 
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My conuby's aims with honour ; oTerserred 

Hy time ; retmn'd in poverty, that might 

Hkve amase'd treasures ; and they thiis reward me — 

Prefer a chai^ against me without proo^ 

Direct or indirect — without a testimony, 

Weighty or light — without an argument, 

Idle or plausible — without as much 

Of feasibility, as would suffice 

To feed suspicion's phantom I Why is this ? 

How have I bought this hatred ? When my brother, 

Tiberius Gracchus, fell beneath their blows, 

I call'd them not assassins ! When his friends 

Fell sacrifices to their after'vengeance, 

I did not style them butchers ! When their hatred 

Drove the Numidian nobles from the senate, 

With 8co% and ezecnitiona, that they praised me. 

And to my cause assign'd the royal hounty 

Of King Micipsa, still I did not name them. 

The proud, invidious, insolent patricians ! 

Qpt. Hear ye ! 

Caim, Ye men of Borne, there is no &70ur 
For justice '. — grudgii^ly her dues are granted. 
Your great men boast no more the love of country ; 
They count their talents — measure their domains — 
Kumho- their slaves— make lists of knights and clients — 
Enlarge their palaces — dress forth their banquets. 
Awake their lyres and timbrels, and with their Hoods 
Of ripe Falemian, drown the littie left 
Of virtue! 

Opi. He would rtuse a tumult ! 

Caiia. No. 
This hand's the first to arm against the man, 
Whoe'er he be, that favours civil discord. 
I have no gust for blood, Opimius ; 
I sacrifice to justice and to mercy ! 

Opi. He has aspersed the justice of our order ; 
He flatters the plebeians, and should be 
Attach'd and brought to qnestion for this conduct. 

Caiui. Romans, I ask the ofBce of your tribune ! 

Mar. AylyouBballhaveitlGiacchusshallbetribnne! 

Tit. Gracchus tribune ! Giuus Gracchus tribune ! 
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Opi. Stay, friends! Take heed! Beware of fixtteorers! 

Caiut. The lava ! . the laws I Of commoD right, the 
hold! 
The wealth, the happiness, the freedom of 
The nation ! Who has hidden them — defaced them— 
Sold them — corrupted them from the pure letter ^ 
Why do they guard the rich man's cloak from a rent. 
And tear the poor man's garment from hii hack ? 
Why are they, in the proud man's grasp, a. sword, 
And in the hand of the humble man, a reed ? 
The laws ! the laws ! I ask you for the laws ! 
Demand them in my country's aacred name ! 
Still silent ? Reckless still of my appeal I 
Bomans 1 I ask the office of your tribune ! 
[ICaios Gkacchus and Ait party go (no, followed 6y 
Citizen*, thoutinff. 

Opt. Stop him from rising, or our order foils ! 

^Opuijus, and the rett, go out. 



SCENE Vr.—A Street— a Gate of the City. 
Enter Tttub and MABcca with Cittzene. 
Til. The work goes nobly on ! Cains is sure to be 
tribune. This is a happy day for Rome ! 

Mar. Ay, the people will haye their rights. We 
shall know ourselves now, masters. See ! hither comes 
a crowd of voters ; let us speak to them. 

Enter Voters. 
Health to you, masters ! Are you going to vote ? 

Firil Voter. Yes; if we can find an honest candidate. 

Mar, Here's one ready to your hands, masters ; Caius 
Gracchus. Choose him, and you'll do good service to 
your country. He'll see that you shall have your 
rights, noi will the patricians dare to stop their noses 
when they pass us, as if we were so much carrion. 
Look you, masters. Gains is a friend of the plebeians; he 
respects our order, and so he ought; and, therefore, let 
every good citizen support him. Away, my friends ! 
Yote, and cry, Caius ! 
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Voter*. CaiuB Gracchus ! Hnzza! \T}iey go <nU, 

Mar. He's sure of the election. The patricians will 
eat poor sappeis to-night. 



Save yon, masters ; are yoa going to rote for the right 
candidate? 

Firtt Voter. Do you think we'd vote for the wrong 
one? 

Tit. Then you'll vote for Caius Gracchus ? 

FirH Voter. No — I don't like him. They say he'll 
bring the state into danger. We are men that love 
peace and concord. 

Tit. Ay, and good feeding. Hark you, master ; 
take these cattle to the stalls of the patricians. The 
patricians make profitable masters. They give stripes 
only now and then ; but that's nothing, you know, to 
a kindly beast. Away, I say ! — to the stalls with 
them ! C^^ 3" *"* teverally. 

Enter Licinia and Corneua. 

Cor. Oaius, you see, is nowhere to be found. 
Let US go bonie agiun. 

Lid. Not till I see him. 
livia was right ; he'll surely stand for tribnne. 
Let's seek him in the forum- 

Cor. Are you mad ? 
Go to the forum after him ! Ail Borne 
Would talk of it. When did you know a wife 
Follow her husband to the fbrum ? Why 
'Twould set all fingers pointing ; and they'd say, 
*' Ctuns did well to take a wife to school him." 
Vi rather lose a husband, than have people 
So talk of mine. 

Liei^ You wish him to be tribune 7 

Cor. Licinia, no ; I wish him not, my daughter ; 
But I do know, that if he will be tribune, 
He will ; and, knowing that, the unwelcome thought 
Must be my guest. I'd entaiAin with grace 
For mine own dignity, and his contentment. 
Which should not profitless be man'd. ^Shoult withotit. 
03 
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My chUd, 
Why do you grasp me by the arm and tremble ? 
The people shoat for joy. 

Lid, It is a kind 
Of joy that's fearful to my mind. A breeze 
80 airy, give it but a little more 
Of breath, becomes a storm, and makes a wreck 
Of the poor laughing Tesseh 

Enter LioiHitrs. 
Oh, my Alarcns \ 

Know you where Caiua is ? Think you be means 
To stand for tribune ? Hare you come from him, 
Or go you to him ? Tell me everything ; 
And ask me what you may, you will not set me 
A task BO hard I will not do it, Marcus. 

^Cornelia titftu to Licihivs. 

Lie. Sister, his own house is the likeliest place 
To find him in. I parted with him at 
The Campus Martins. He may be at home ; 
Go seek him there, and if he be not come. 
Wait for him. I, meanwlule, will look for him. 
To bring him to you. 

Lin. Will you now, niy Marcus ? 
Then well go home, Cornelia. Mind your promise ; 
Se^h for him in the forum. If you meet 
With any friend of his, inquire of him ; 
And if you find him, say I sent you for him ; 
And, brother, do not quit him till he oomefl. 
Say, I have something to impart to him ; 
Matter of moment — cannot be put off.— 
That he expected not— that's just &llen out. 
Oo ! and be sure you bring him to me, Marcns. 

Cor. Haste you before, child. I've a word to uy 
To Marcus. 

Liei. Well, if you deceive me now 1 
111 trust you, QGom out. 

Cor. In a word, what has he done ! 

Lie. Defeated the patricians, and proposed 
Himself for tribune. 

Cor. It would come to this ! 
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I knew tbat it would come to this, Liumiia ! 

And I could tell what fbrtber it will come to, 

If I would. No matter. Two sach sons as mine 

Were never made for mothers that have eyes 

Which are afrud of tears, that come to me 

Aa old acquaintance. I did rear my hoyt 

Companione for the gods. Why wonder I 

If tbey will go to them ere other men ? 

Hany a tune, when they etood before me, 

Snch things aa mothers seldom look upon. 

And I have seem'd to feed on them with mine ^es, 

My thoughts have poader'd o'er their bier, wb»e they 

Lay stiff and cold ! I wonld not see them so 

If I could help it ; bnt I wonld not help it 

To see them otherwise, and other men. 

My Cains must be tribune I 

^Shautt tseeral timet, appmachinff tuarer. 

Lie. And he is so ; 
Those shouts proclaim it. [^Lookinff o^^ See, Cornelia, 
He comee ! Behold 1 look how tJiey hem him round ! 
Why do you turn away ? 

Cor. 1 turn sway 
To see that flush of triomph on his cheek 
Which lights it up as he did feel a god ; 
And think bow I may after see that cheek, 
And think upon that flush, Litnnia's well 
Away ; it had o'ravome her quite. Come, Marcus. 

[Cornelia and Liginius retire. 

Enter Caivs Gbaccbus, Obusus, Pohponius, Titvs, 

Masovs, and CttUsem, ^umltng. 
Caiiu. No more, my friends ! no more of this I 
pray you! 
Disperse to your several homes. Why do yon give 
These honours to your servant ? 

Tit. Suffer us 
To see you to your house. 
Afar. Yes, Caios, yea. 
Well hful your honour'd mother and your wife. 
Pom. Indulge the people, Qraochns. 
Caiui. Weil, my Mends, 
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If you TOill go with me — [Se««y Cornelia.] My 
honour'd mother ! 

Cot. May the great gods, who crown'd thee with 
iDstrnct thee so to use it, as to bless Qthis triumph, 
Thy country ! With a firm and mighty hand, 
Mayst thou uphold the laws, and keep them ever 
Above the proud man''s Tiolenco, aod within 
The poor man's reach ; ho shall thy mother — Rome — 
Acknowledge thee her son, and teach thy name 
To the applauding tongues of a^r ages ! 
Who is your brother toibune ? 

C<Jttu». Worthy Drusus. 

Cor. [jCo Drhsub.] My son is happy in his col- 
league, sir. 
And, let me trust, will not dishonour him. 

Dru. My honour ia to second him, Comelia. 

CoMu. Gome, mother. ^Rairtt up with Drusus. 

Be-enter Licwu. 

Lie. Ha ! Licinia ! 

Cor. [GotMj up to her.2 My Licinia ! 
For Cains' honour, act like C^us' wife : 
He's tribune. 

Lid. Tribnne! 

Cor. Think what eyes are on you ! 
You are the mother of a Roman, too ; 
Summon your spirits ! That's my daughter ! Come 
Up to him now at once, and wish him joy. 

Lid. CCro»»tn^ to Caios.J Caius, I give yon 

Caiiu. My Licinia ! 

Liei. I giva you 

CfriiM. Come ! her heart doth overtask 
Her tongue ! 

Lid. Joy, Cuus ! I do give ydu joy ! 

[_SAe/ainlt on hit arm, and the curtain drop*. 
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ACT in. 

SCENE I.~A StTMl in Rome. 



Enter FiiAhinius ajtd Opimius. 

Opt. Saw yon, Flaminius, how they look'd at lu ? 
That was defiance. I could read the name 
Of Gracchas on those daring brows of theirs. 
Behoves ua now a meek look, where, hefore, 
We'd give a scow! ; the people are onr masters. 
That Rome should ever see it ! 

Fh. We must bear it. 

Opi. Ay, while onr blood boils ! We must smile, 
Flaminins, 
And, at the same time, grind onr teeth, if so 
It pleasetb Gracchas. Gods ! that a man I could take 
By the throat and smite — yea, set my foot upon 
For perfect loathing, — whom I should think it righteous 
To slay in a temple — ay, by Hercules ! 
At the altar of a temple, — that a man 
like that should order me, and do it too 
By vilest instrument 1 It is a task 
For patience ! 

Fla. Never king was absolute 
In Home as he ; his will is taw. Popilins 
Cftn witness that, self-banish'd to escape 
A heavier doom. The senate hath he lopp'd 
Of half its power, with his three hundred knights 
Whom he has named assistants to it, with 
Equality of voices. Not a day 
Passes, hut some new edict weakens those 
That should be strong, and makes them strong 'twere 

best 
Were weak. And then his state ! He never mores 
But in a crowd of knights, ambassadors. 
Soldiers, and magistrates, artificers. 
And men of letters, that attend on him. 
There's not a man in Borne but Cuua Gracchus. 



.,, Google 



38 OAtVS OBjLCCHOS. 

Opt. "WTiat would yon say of him would rid Rome of 
bim? 

Fh- I'd say he was a worthy son of Rome. 

Oj». Flaminius, I'll effect it 1 

Fla. By what means 1 

Opi. Have you e'er noted DruaoB muoh 7 

Fla. His colleague? 

Opi. The same. 

Fla. A qiiiet, simple, honest man. 
Who follows Gracchus with a modest zeal, 
And rather seems, from an unMming spirit, 
To second his designs, than help them on 
Through principle. 

Opi. Yon have described him well, 
As be appears ; I know him as he is. 
'T!s opportnnity that proves a man ; 
And, trust me, Livius Drusns is not one. 
That, having power, lacks will to overtop 
His fellow. I will use this Livius Drusus, 
To combat Gracchus, with the very means 
That make bim to be fear'd. Have patience, and 
You'll see my policy. They're coming to 
The forum — Drusus last. This diows me my 
Exordium. 

Enter Caids Gracchus, preceded bg a Liclor, Lioinius, 

PoMPoimis, Flaccus, FuLvius, Titus, Makods, tuebx 

Citizeni, and Skdsub latt. 

Caiue. Health to Flaminius! 

Fla. Health to Caius ! 

Opi, What businees ia to-day before the commons ? 

Catut. Some colonies we think to send firom Rome, 
To the late conqner'd ci^ee. Does Opimius 
Approve the measure ? 

Opi. Gracchns asks the qnestion, 
As though he thought Opimius did not love 
The people's good. 'Twere happy for the people. 
If they, who flatter them, loved it as well. 

Caiut. Whom doesOpimios call the people's flattererT 

Opt. The man would feed the people's vani^, 
By making them aspire above themselvu. 
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Cmui. Opiming, then, is not th«r flatterer ; 
He'd make the people look below tbemselvea. 
How would lie rate them ? As we rate our herdi. 
How wonld he nse them ? Ab we nse our herda. 
Oh ! may the people ever have euch flatterers 
As guard them from the kindnesa of such Mends ! 
{JCaius GvLkCfTBua artd hit part^ go out. — Drcsus it 
following him, leken Ofimids, ioith affected tur- 
prite, ttopt him. 

Opi. Why, LiviuB Dmsae, is it you 7 I thought 
You were not come abroad to-day. No wonder : 
You're not the man, methinks, it suits to close 
The train attends upon yonr colleague there. 
Ah, Druans ! if the Komans knew their friends, 
They would not follow Gracchns thus, and leave 
His betters at their heels ! 

liru. I do not court 
Their &Tonr, good Opimiue. It contents me 
To know that I discha^, with honesty, 
The duty of their tribune. 

Opt, Livius Dmsus, 
There's not a man in Rome but, if he speaks 
The truth, will aay, you do. I'll swear it for one, 
At any time. Were you not hurried now, 
rd tell yon something, Drusus, that would show you 
What men think of yon; but, as 'tis, I'U keep it 
Till you can hear it. Yet this, before I leave you : 
Dmsus, I would I wOTe a friend of yours, 
To do you a friend's office. Give me yonr hand. 
I like you, Dmsus, you're an honest tribune. 
I say, I Uke yon ; and did I not say it 
Behind yonr back, I would not to your iace. 
Farewell! Perhaps you're not so call'd for, neither. 
But you could spare a moment 7 

Dru, If it be 
Your pleasure— 

Opi. Thank you, Dmsus, thank you ! This 
Is very kind of you. You know Flaminius ? 

Dm. I know his fair report. 

Q^'. You know him well, then; 



■nia.t>,G00glc 



40 CAtUS OBACCRDS. 

Bat know him better. Take him by the hood. 

[Flahinius erone» to Drusub, and take* hi* hand. 
He iraats to know you more than hy report. 

Dru. I would I knew how to deserve this honour. 

Q^'. I would yon knew what honour yon deserve. 
There are men, Dmsna, wear their worth, so modestly. 
They do not seem to know tbey have it. You, 
I see, are one of these, and grieve to see it ; 
For such the mass account as common men — 
As gold which is uot coin'd, the unskill'd eye 
Will take for brass. Drusus, it makes me mad 
To see the aterling'st ore thrown by, and that 
Is basest hoarded only for the stomp 
Which the other only wants! I wish I bad 
Tbe coining of yon, Drusus! 

Dru. You would find 
You OTPTweigh'd me. 

O^. Not a grain, by Jupiter ! 
Or never weigh'd I yet an honest man. 
And here's to try it. Would you, Dmsus, dare 
Achieve tbe thing you could and should ? 

Dru. I were not 
A man else. 

Opi. Every one that knows yon, Drusus, 
Knows that yon are a man ; but are you such 
A man? 

Dru. I tbink I am. 

Opi. I think so, too. 
But, ever, what we most desire to be. 
We fear may not be, though we know not why 
We do so. — Drusus, I'll deal frankly with you; 
I will not hesitate, nor wind about. 
Nor speak hy halves, as if I fear'd to let 
My thoughts go from me. Listen to me, then. 
Rome is in danger — discord reigns in her ; 
Her orders are opposed among tliemselves, 
Tbe people hate the senate, call us proud. 
Cruel, luxurious, avaricious ; masters, 
Oppressors, tyrants — men, alas! my Drusus, 
That are not maatets even of their own. 
The cause of this is Caius Gracchus. He, 
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For his own aims, leU do occasion pass 
To inflame the commons ; wherefore, he reviYea 
Old gricTances, or fancies present, or 
Predicts to come ; and should this cause go on 
Without obstruction. Borne will grieve to see 
The end. The senate, justly fearing this, 
Have much debated on the remedy; 
And all at length ^ee there is but one, 
Namely, to find a man that's fit to mediate 
Between them and the people. Drusus, thou 
Art he! 

Drti. Alas', what weight have I, Opimius, 
To bear ^tunst the weight of Cmus Gracchus! 

Opt. What weight hast tiiou ! Thou good and honest 
man! 
Now, by the goda, I love thee, Dniaus, for 
Thy true Bmplicity! What weight hast thou I 
Why, hast thou not the weight of Cains Gracchus? 
You share one office — the same cares divide, 
The same responsibilities ; why not 
The same respect ? Oh, Livius Drusus ! Caixa 
Were not content did Drusus lead the people, 
And Gracchus humbly follow at their heels! 
But let that pass. Deal frankly with a friend. 
What think you, Drusus! Do the senate hate 
The people ? 

Dru. Nay, I would believe they did not. 

Opi. I know you would ; I think you do ; but mnch 
I wonder that you do, because 'tis not 
The fashion. Drusus, do you think 
I'll shuffle with you ! Do not answer me. 
I am sure you do not. Take my word then, Dnisns: 
The senate love the people, Ay, I know 
'Tie easily said, but I will prove it to you. 
Know, then, I have been deputed to solicit 
Your friendship for the senate — not to oppose, 
As once Octavius did the former Gracchus, 
But to outdo your collea^e in his plans 
In favour of the people, still proposing 
Some law for their additional advantage ; 
And only stating — as in simple fiumess 
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Yon ahonld — that bo the senate had expreae'd 
Their wishes — nothing farther. By this means, 
The people will ho served ; the senate placed 
Again in confidence ; your rival atripp'd 
Of dsngerons influence ; yourself exalted, 
According to your worth ; and, to sum np 
The whole at once, your country saved from ruin. 

Fh, Yon cannot heutate in such a cause. 

Dru. I undertake the trust with sacred zeal ; 
And, if I can compose the present evils, 
Shall deem myself most happy. 

Opi. I am sure of it, 
And shall with joy report this to the senate. 
Meanwhile, be often- with us. Let us know 
Your wishes for the people ; we'll promote them. 
What you say should be, shall be, on your saying, 
Or break at once with us. The tribes shall know 
What 'tis to have a tribune of repute. 
Who does not nse his office to promote 
Cabal, and strife, and jealousy, and hate. 
Like certain gentlemen. 

To your work at once! 
But, hark you, Livins Drusus ; tell me truly. 
Are you not over modest ? Come [ confess, now. 
I know you are — I know, that, should the senate 
CKve you your choice of honours, you'd reiuse 
To challenge e'en the smallest. Well, no matter I 
Such men hve for their country. Heed not Qracchns, 
If he upbraid you — if ! Should the plebeiaaa 
Give but one shout for Drusus, he'll be mck 
With all the gall of envy! Come to the senate 
To-moirow. Be not strange with us, good Livins! 
Mark him now! Heed him well, for be is wily, 
And thou art simple in thine honesty. 
You'll come to the senate, to-morrow? Eye him, 

He's a rank traitor ! Mind to-morrow, now. 

So, farewell, honest Dmsus I [Dbdsus^om out. 

Fla. Nobly play'd ! 

Op%, Beyond my hopes. Let ns inform our fidends ; 
And aa the choice of tribunes is at hand. 
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Pr«v«ttt his re-election. Come, despatch ! 
FlanunioB, wait at once upon the senate. 

^Flaminivs ffoetout. 
I have felt thee, Caius 1 The nobility 
Of thy commanding nature baa opposed 
And triutnph'd o'er tne. Thou sbalt feel me now, 
Yet through another ! Rest, until I gain 
The consnlshtp, and thou no more art tribtme 
The weight of vengeance lies in the arm that sends it. 

[^ShoM* heard mlhaut. 
Ay, shout away ! unmoved, I hear you now : 
The snare is epi«ad, and let the Hon roar ! [Goei out. 



SCENE II.— The Forum. 

Caidh Ghaoohds ditcooered in the Rottrum — Titdb, 
Masous, and CitizenB — the people ^oul. 

Caiut. No more, my fiiends ! How often must I 
tell you, 
You should not pay these honoora to your tribane ? 

Tit, Long may you live, Caiua ! 

Mar. Prosperously and long I 
Hither cornea honest Dmsus. Shall wa shout for him ? 

Tit. Why should we ? Think yon, he is any great 
Mend to the people t Not he 1 Is he not a quiet, easy, 
contented man, who lets things take their course i Can 
Buch a man be a friend to the people ? No, no ; he is 
no fiiend to the people. He is well esongh in his 
place, because he keeps a rogue ont of it ; and just says 
ay, and no, according to the will of Cains. 

Mar. You say right. For my part, I never liked 
yonr peaceful, honest man. Give me a stirring fellow, 
that will brow-beat the nobles, and call the authorities 
to account ; that's your only tribune. 

Enter Dbuius. 

Caiu*. DruBus, I have waited for yon, and I am 
glad yon have come. 

Mar. ^Apart to Trrtrs,] Observe, he hasn't hnnied 
himself. [1 To ^ Citizens.^ Alake way for Drusus ! — 
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[Drusub ascend) tfu gleps oftheroatmm.l Make way 
there — let the good man pass ! You may know by 
his gait that he loves high feeding, and sleeps one-half 
of the day, for haviog dozed away the other half. 

Tit. Silence ! Caius is going to speak. Cheer him, 
maaters ! 

All. Huzza ! I/ing live Caius 1 

Caitu. Bomans, here are some plana of new decrees 
We mean to offer for your approhation. 
I know not whether yon will think them wise ; 
But this I knovr, the hand that drew them np, 
Belongs to one would die to do you good. 

Tit. "Worthy Gains ! 

All. Long may you live, Caius ! 

Caita. With grief we see you bare of many goods, 
That make life sweet. Your wretchedness afflicts 
The heart of Caius. Thousands of brave men. 
Wandering about the streets of Rome, without 
Means, or employment to procure them ! Now, 
We here direct two colonies to be sent 
To the late conquer'd cities. 

TU. Nohle Caius ! 

Jtfar. Worthy Caius ! 

AU. ^5Aowrinj.] Cains for ever. 

Dru. My countrymen — 

Mtw. Drusus is going to speak. Now for an oratioD. 

Dru. You need not leam I lack those noble parts, 
Which make the orator you love to hear. 
I have no merit but my honesty; 
And 'tis my honesty that says to you, 
I'd die vrith Caius for the good of Eome ! 

Tit. Yes, yes ; Dmsus is an honest, quiet, good sort 
of man. That everybody must say for him ; hut as for 
his speech, I'd make as good a one myself. Cheer him, 
masters — cheer him ! ^T&epeople cheer faiiuly. 

Ihtt. I do not ask you to applaud me, Bomans ; 
I love yonr welfare better than your praise. 

]\d<a-. Come, come, that's very well, now ; cheer 

for that, masters ; — very virell, indeed ! Cheer ! cheer ! 

UTAet/ cheer hader, 

Dru. I thank you, fellow-citizens. Don't mind me. 
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Mar. Clieer him again, maetera ! ' {_A gmeral ekeer. 

Dru, Romans, I know my colleague's love for you ; 
And yet, methinka, he stinta it in this measure. 
Two colonies ! What are two colonies ? 
Two handfula ! He should stretch this grant, and ease 
The groaning and debilitated state ! 
Two handfida of the people, to two cities ! 
Caius for once adopts half measures. I 
Decree, that to each city there be sent 
Three thonsand of the poorest citizens — 
Three thousand to each city. 

Mar. Worthy Dtusus ! noble Drusus 1 Huraa I 

Alt. Huzza! 
. Dru. Countrymen, 

P»y me no thanks ! Indeed, you owe me none ; 
I only apeak the wishes of the senate. 

Mar, The senate ! May we cheer for the senate ! 

Tit. To be sure, if they do the people good. 

Mar. Huzza for the senate, masters ! hu^ia ! 

All. Huzza 1 

Caitu. Indeed! The senate! For the people's sake. 
We thank them for this &vour. Worthy Romans, 
Now our afFairs put on a prosperous face. 
The senate send you favours. We thank the senate ! 
But not this mighty kindness of the senate 
Can set my cares at rest. I have made an estimate 
Of certain waste uncultivated lands, 
South of the Tiber. Tliese — however, subject 
To certain trifling services and rents — 
We here allot to fifteen hundred families 
From the plebeians of the lowest class. 

Tit. Noble Cains ! worthy Cains ! Cheer, masters ! 

Mar. Stop ! Drusus is going to speak. Hear what 
Drusus says. 

Dru. Romans, my worthy colleague, whom I honour, 
Seems not to love that you should owe the senate 
Favour or justice. 

Catui, Drusus ! 

Mar. Go on, Drusus ! let him go on ! Come, come, 
Drusus must have fair play. 

All. Drusus I Drusus ! 
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Dm. If 'tiB your pleasure, friendt, to hear my col- 
leagae 
Sooner thau me, you only have to say it. 

AU. No ! no ! no I Qo on ! go on ! 

Eru. I care not who beMends you, worthy citizene ; 
The senate or the tribunes. The more fiienda 
YoQ have, the lees you will have need of me. 

Mar. Good, honest man, go on 1 

AU. Oo on ! go on ! 

Dru. I say — and if I know the thing I say, 
Am I not right in saying it ! I say, 
The senate wish the people to be happy, 
And do not want to tax them. Noble Cains 
Might hare gone farther in this act of his, 
And not displeased the senate ; therefore, I, 
"Without regard to bia decree, enact. 
That certain waste, uncultivated lands, 
Lying north of Rome, be forthwith parcell'd out 
To fifteen hundred of the poorest families. 
Free of all rent and service. 

Mar. A noble decree, noble Drusus ! The worthy 
senate ! Huzza, for Drusus and the senate ! 

Dru. My friends, think not of Dnisna ; thank the 
senate. 

Mar. Good, honest man ! He is too modest to take 
the praise to himself; he gives it all to the senate. 
Observe Caius ; he changes colour ; he envies Drusus ; 
he doesn't like the applause we give to Drusus. Ap- 
plaud the good man again. Long live Dnisos ! Drusus 
and the senate for ever ! Hii^a ! 

AS. Huzza ! 

Caiut. May I be heard, my fnends f 

Tit, Speak, Gracchus, speak ! 

Jtfar. Drusus for ever ! 

Cot'tM. Korae — Bome, my friends, for ever ! 
Whoe'er is good — whoe'er is just uid great. 
The honour be to Rome, our common mother 1 
I have wam'd you oft 1 Look to your liberties,'^ 
Beware the senate's arts ! beware her tools ! 

Dru. How ! Caius— 

Caiui. Nay, good Li^na Drusus 1 
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Mar. Not » wwd agunst Drusns 1 

AU. No! nol no I 

Mar. The senate has acted well in this. 

AU. It has ! it has ! 

C«tu. I am content ; if yon approTe it, masters, 
I am content I cannot help my fears ; 
But let it pass. I'll iay, I am content ! 
Masters, I never yet incnrr'd your censure : 
If I am over-waichful for your safety. 
Guarding yon 'gainst the chance of Injury, — 

If I suspect But, since it pleases yon, 

111 not suspect this kindness of the senate ! 

And yet it may be ask'd — when you were weak, 

And needed friends, where was the senate's kindness ? 

Then yon might help yourselTes ; now yon are strong, 

It holds its hundred hands to give you aid ! 

I think, 'twas not the kindness of the senate 

Made it expedient, when my first decree 

Declared the magistrate to be infomous, 

Who was deposed by judgment of the people. 

Or, when my next enacted, that the magistrate, 

Who banish 'd, without law, a citizen. 

Should answer the assembly of the people. 

Or, when, to give yon plenitude of power, 

I granted each inhabitant of Latium 

The right of suffrage. 

Tit. Hear him I hear him I 

Mar. Silence ! Dmaus is going to speak. 

Dru. Romans, 111 not pretend to say how much 
Tou owe the senate ; be it much, or little. 
Or nothing. Only, as I think they love you, 
111 not speak ill of them. They have desired me 
To show you favour ; mark me — have desired me I 
Should I be jealous of them ? Words, my Wends, 
Are air ; hut actions ar« substantial things. 
That warrant judgment. But well not debate 
Their truth or &lsehood. They appear to favour na, 
And let us take advantage of their seeming. 
My colleague, Coius, as he just now sud. 
Has given to the inhabitants of Latium 
The right to vote— the right of dtizens. 
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Has not thU act, then, mode them citizeDs 1 
And ^et, my friends, the Latin soldier feels 
The scourge — he feels the scourge ! — an infamy, 
That never should approach the freeman's back ! 
We now decree, that it shall he unlawful. 
Henceforth, for any captain of our legions 
To beat with rods a soldier of that .nation. 

Mar, A noble decree ! — Worthy Drusus ! — A noble 
decree ! Huzza ! 

Dru. My friends, I now depart ; but, ere I leave you, 
I must declare, that whatsoe'er I have done, 
I have done with the approval of the senate. 

l^DeseendgJrom th rostrum. 

Mar. We'll follow you home, Drusna ! ^Gbacchdb 
hurriet doton the »(ep».] We'll follow you home ! 
We'll cheer the senators as we pass them ; we'll follow 
you home I 

Dru. Nay, my good friends ! 

Mar. CoDie, come; let us follow him to his house. 

Dru. Well ; since yon will not be denied — [ Goinff. 

Caiut. Stay, LitIub Drusns ! Let me spei^ with 

Dru. Your pleasure, Caius ? 

Caiui. Pleasure I Livius Drusns, 
Look not so sweet upon me. I am no child 
Not to know bitter, for that it is smear'd 
With honey ! Let me rather see thee scowl 
A little ; and, when thou dost speak, remind me 
Of the rough trumpet, more than the soft lute. 
By JoTC ! I can applaud the honest caitiff 
Bespeaks his craft 1 

Dru. The caitiff! 

Caiu*. Ah I ho ! Now 
You're Livius Drusus ! You were only then 
The man men took you for — the easy roan. 
That, BO the world went right, cared not who got 
The praise ; but rather firom preferment shrunk, 
Than courted it. Who ever thought, in ench 
A plain and homely piece of stuff, to see 
The mighty senate's tool ? 

Dru. The senate's tool ! 
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Coitu. Now, what a deal of pains for little profit ! 
If yon could play the juggler with me, Livina — 
To such perfection practise seeming, as 
To pass it on me for reality — 
Make my own senses witness 'gainst myself. 
That things I know impossihle to be, 
I see as palpable as if they were, 
'Twere worth the acting ; hut, when I am master 
Of all your mystery, and know, as well 
As you do, that the prodigy's a lie, 
What wanton waste of labour ! Liviua Druaua, 
I know you are a tool ! 

Dru. Well, let me he ao. 
I will not quarrel with you, worthy Caiua ; 
Call me whate'er you please. 

Caitu. What barefaced shifting ! 
What real fierceness could grow tame so soon ! 
Yon turn upon me like a tiger, and. 
When open-month'd I brave you, straight you play 
The cronching spaniel ! Yon'll not quarrel with me ! 
I want you not to quarrel, Livius Drusus, 
But only to he honest to the people. 

Dru. Honest I 

CtUw. Ay, honest ! Why do you repeat 
My words, as if you fear'd to trust your own ? 
Do I play echo ? Question me, and see 
If I so fear to be myself. I act 
The wall, which speaks not hut with others' tongues ? 
I say you are not honest to the people ; — 
I say you are the senate's tool — their halt — 
Their juggler— their trick-Dierchant ! If I wrongyou. 
Burst out at once, and free retort upon me ; 
Tell me I lie, and smite me to the earth ! 
Ill rise but to embrace you. 

Dru. My good Cains, 
Aestrain your ardent temper ; it doth hurry you 
Into madness. 

Caitu. Give mo but an answer, and 
ril be content. Are you not leagued with the senate ? 

Dru. Your senses leave yon, Caius. 

Caim. Wm you answer me ? 
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Dru. Throw off this humonr ! 

Caiut. Give me an answer, Dmens. 

Dnt. Madman ! 

CaivM. Are yoa the creature of the senate 7 

Dru. Good Cains ! 

Caiut. Do yoo juggle with the people ? 
Let me bnt know you, man, from yonr own lipa ;— 
'Tia all I want to know you are a traitw. 

Dru, A tnutor ! 

Caiut. Ay ! 

Dru. To whom? ■ 

Caiiu. To the poor people, — 
The hoaBelera citizens, that sleep at nights 
Before the portals, and that starve by day 
Under the noses of the senatois 1 
Thou art their ma^strate, their friend, their &thra' : 
Dost thou betray them ? Hast thou sold them ? Wilt 

thou 
Juggle them out of the few friends they have left ? 

Dru. If 'twill content yon, Caiua, I am one 
Who loves alike the senate and the people,— 
I am the friend of both. 

Caiut. The friend of neither ! 
The senate's tool ! — a trutor to the people ! 
A man that seems to side with neither party ; 
Will now bend this way, and then make it ap. 
By leaning a little to the other side : 
Talk moderation — patience ; with one foot 
Step out, and with the other back again ; 
With one eye, glance his pity on the crowd, 
And with the other, crouch to the nobility ; — 
At any public grievance r»se his voice, 
And, like a harmleaa tempest, calm away; 
Idle, and noted only for his noise 1 
Such men are the best instruments of tyranny ! 
The umple slave is easily ^scem'd 
By his external badge ; yonr order wears 
The infamy within ! 

Dru. Yti leave yon, Caius, 
And hope your breast will harbonr better counsels. 
Grudge you the senate's kindness to the people ? 
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Tig well : whoe'er Bervea tliein, ehows love to me. 

[Goei out, /oUoieed by the people, ihouting. 
Caiut. Go ! 1 have tilled a waste, and, with my 
sweat. 
Brought hope of fruitage forth ; the superficial 
And hearUeas soil caoaot sustain the shoot : 
The first harsh wind that sweeps it, leaves it bue ! 
Fool that I was to till it ! Let them go t 
I loved them and I served them ! Let them go ! 

Enter VBTnus. 

V«L Why, Cains, what's the matter, that the people 
So follow Drusus ? 

Caiut. Matter I Know you why 
The wind was all the morning in the south, 
Sits now at north — that's the antagonist point ? 
When thou canst tell why tarns the fitfal wind, 
I'll tell thee why the people follow Drusns. 

Fet. More wonder yet ! There stood a group of 
Under a portico, and, as they pass'il, Qsenaton 

They cheer'd them — cheer'd the senators ! I ibought 
They must be mad. 

Caiut. No, no I they are not mad. 
There's not a day in the month, or year, they are 
Of sounder mind. They know as well to-day, 
.As they did yesterday, what things they look at ; 
Tbat Borne is Rome ; that I am Cains ; he 
They follow, Drusus ; and the senators 
They cheer, the senators. They are not mad ; 
Bat tiion art mad to think them bo, because 
They act the deeds of madmen. 

Enttr LtounuB. 

Lie. Cains!— Ha! 
Well met Bad news ! 

Caiut. Bad news, and well met, say you ! 
Why, BO it is : for, were you Pluto's herald, 
You could not pluck a smile from Cains' cheek, 
Wonld pay the labour of destroying. Come, 
Your news ! 

Lie. Opimius will be consul. 
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Caivt. Well; 

I'm tribune. 

Lie. Pray you, show yourself among 
Tbe people, or their hearts are lost to you ; 
Your enemies have won them half already. 
Hands they would took at ere they took a gift from them, 
lliey now do shake, aa they pertain'd to Mends 
After long travel greeted ; breath they'd tum'd from. 
Though wafting fortune's kindest errand, now 
They suffer to blow close and full on them, 
As it exhaled from lipa they'd woo for kisses ! 
A stranger, nowbeholdiag Borne, would ask 
You where are her degrees, eo is all rank 
Confounded, Quinctius is no mote than CurtiuB, 
That touches shoulders with him ; Servius no less 
Than Idviua, that plncks Servius by the cloak. 
And calls him his ' kind Servius ! and would speak ■ 
A word with him ! ' — and, as be whispers in 
His ear, knits fingers with him ; all the while 
Caring as much for Servius, as he does 
For Servius' shoe ! Let them not, Caius, have 
The game to themselves ; dispute it with them ; come 
Among the people ! 

Caiut. Never did I play 
The beggar yet, nor will I now ; — ^"tis not 
Hy cr^t, nor will I learn it, Marcos ; no, 
Not e'en to please the people ! 

Enter Pomponidb. 

Potn. Where is Caius ? 

Caiut. Here I here ! What makes tbe man in such 
request 
Is out of favour with the people ? 

Pom. Look 
To your office ! Half the votes are promised 'gtuost 
The next Comitia. Spare no pains to win 
The people's favour back agiun ; or, mind I 
You are no longer tribune. 

Lie. Follow him not, you will but lose your labour. 
Let us go to tbe people, and persuade them, 
For their own profit, to retun their tribune ; 
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HiB office he most keep. Opimius, 

I know, is Bwom to his undoing ; 

Hath no impediment, once consul, if 

Ciuu9 should lose the tribuneship. Come, come ! 

iGoetoui. 

Pom. FoUowhim, Cftius; seek once more the people. 

Caiiu. Not a foot 
ni Btir to win them ! Though the price of their lore 
Weie but the breath would ask for't, it should go 
Unhought for me ! What ! would they take our tigers, 
They've seen a hundred times tear limh from limb 
The malefactor — would they take them, think yon, . 
For dogs, suppose they fawn'd on them ? So wonder 
And if they should I I will not go among them. 
To pay court to them for their own sakes ; cry, 
' Be served, I pray yon, masters ! pray you, be served ! 
CoTisent that I ahoiUd get you food ; provide you 
Clothing and lodging ; find you lands to till 1 ' 
While, all the time, they lean the ear to Drusns, 
And I must pull them by the cloak to win 
Attention f No I No honest man conld do it ! 
I will not go among them ! If they are told 
That poison's poison, yet will swallow it 
For food, in Jove's name let them ! Nothing but 
The tasting ou't will satisfy them. Tettins, 
Keep silence ! No man urge me to it I 
I should not — cannot — will not go among them ! 

[Goet out, foUov>ed by Yettius and Pohponids. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I^AS^^ii 



Enter VBrnvB and Fompokiub. 

Pom. It was A &lse return : he had their votes, 
l^ongh he has lost his office. Lo you dow, 
What strides they take that used to walk before 
So ciicuniBpectlj ! Scarcely is he brought 
Into a private state again, than they 
Proceed to abrogate his laws. This blow. 
If there it light, where it is meant it should. 
Will not fall short a hair's breadth of his life. 

yet. You may ha sure of it : for that it was 
Opiniius got the consulship. I 

Pom. This morning, 
Ctuns and he met near the capitol ; 
Floccus had Coiua by the arm ; — Opimins, 
On seeing him, makes a dead stand, and then. 
With hie eyes fix'd on him thus, and folded arras. 
He follows him right round, and cries to him, 
' What, hoa ! you, Caius Gracchus, whither now ? 
What plot's on foot ?' Then falls on him with suoh 
A torrent of vile terms, as it would sting 
The tamest looker-on to hear. 

Vet. And how 
Did Caius bear it f 

Pom. Why, as one that, seeing 
A tiger ready conch'd to spring upon him, 
In quick avoidance finds security, 
He pass'd in silence on. Opimius had 
His Candiot troops with him. But where is Flaccus ? 

Vet. Gone to bring Caius to the forum. How 
Have you disposed our Latin friends ? 

Potn. About 
The rostrum. 

Fet. Fear not I If it comes to numbers. 
Ours can tell theirs thrice over. 
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Enter Liouncs. 

Lie. FrieDds, well met ! 
SomethiDg's on foot that bodes not good to CaiuB. 
I pasa'd just now a group of senators : 
One of them named him, and had farther spoken, 
But that another placed, on seeing me, 
His finger on hia lip. You may be sure 
Thejr only want occasion to despatch him. 

Vet. All Rome perceives it. Ken inquire for him 
As one <n^om mischief dogs : ' Is Cuua well ? 
When saw you him ? — does he go out to-day 
To the forum 7 ' — half under breath, as fearing for 
The answer. Others, as his fiends pass by, 
Lay heads together, and, with eyes glanced towards 

Whisper with looks portentous. Some do smile 
That never smiled before on aught that loved him. 
That's the worse sign ! A smile from those that hate us, 
Looks as some scowl of fate about to fall, 
If not already lowering. 

Pom. Wlwt's to bo done ? 

Lie. Meet them with fbrco 

Pom. Agreed!. 

Vet. Agreed! 

Uc. Away, then ! 
If yon have any friend as yet unpledged. 
Change oaths with him. 

Vet. When meet we in the forum ? 

Lie. At the third hour — it is the hour of &te. 
If they repeal his laws, forewell to Rome! ^Tkeg goout. 



SCENE II. — An Apartment in Caiui Gracchui Home 
— two chtdn. 
Enter Coiwelu and Licinia. 
Lin. Voull speak to him ? 
Cor. I will. 

Lid. You^ urge him not 
To go ? You would not throw yom' richest gem 
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Away, though yon might pve't to one did know 
Its ^ne, and did covet it ? 

Cor, I would not. 

Liei. He's coming. [Gmm^.] Mother! 

Cor. I have ewd, Licinia. [Licinia ffoet otU. 

Yea : there's a point where virtue stops ; 'tis there 
Where she but loses labour. Ha 1 but is 
Her labour ever lost ? I can't debate 
That question now ; Nature won't let me : she's 
Too strong, and I must play the humble part 
She sets me. Had he not a wife and child — 
He's here ! [Rairet. 

Enter Caiub Gbaoohus, vnOtfrut teeing hit Mother. 

Caiut. Ill wrestle with him for at least 
This throw ! My laws ! Wliat ! abrogate my laws ! 
Oh, insolence of tyranny ! Well, well t 
We are not so weak as let him. Were he twice 
The consul, he shall not lay hands on them ; 
Yea, though our blood — 

Cor. Caius, a word with you. 
There's Fulviua Flaccus waiting at the door 
With a whole crowd of citiBcns. Is't you 
They want? 

Caiiu. It ia. 

Cor. 'Tis best, son, to deal frankly 
With your mother. What's on foot? No matter ! — 

I do not like that Flaccus : he's a man 

Hath more ambition than integrity, 

And zeal than wisdom. Is he of your party ? 

Caitit. He is. 

Cor. The sooner then you break with him 
The better. Send him word you cannot come. 

Caiut. My word's already pledged to go with him. 
To the forum. 

Cor. Ou what errand, Ciuus Gracchus ? 
Ia it about your laws they would annul ? 
Mind, Caius, you're no longer tribune ! 

Caiut. Fear not ; 
I shall be prudent. {_Going. 
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Cor. ^Holding kim.2Stof,CaiuB.[_Takinff hit kand.'} 
I can almost think fou still 
The boy did con his losaone at my knee, 
And I could rule in all his little moods 
With but a look. Ay, Caiua ; but a look 
Of your mother's made yon calm as sunshine, in 
Your biggest storm ! I would not lose you, Cains I 
Cains, I would not lose you 1 Go not to 
The forum ! 

Coiuf. Mother — is it you ? 

Cor. Ay, son ; 
It is your mother, feels that she is all 
The mother, whatsoe'er she seems. I would 
Be left a son, my Ctuus. Go not to 
The fonun ! 

Cedvi. WTierefore, mother ? What is there 
That I should fear ? 

Cor. Your brother's blood, my son ! 
Do I not know you, Cains? Can I not read you. 
Without yonr tongue to help me 7 Does not his blood 
Cry for revenge ? and is yonr ear unapt 
To hear it ? Cains, tliat dear brother's death's 
The life of all thy acts ! Twas that did plead 
For VettiuB — ask'd the tribuneship— reviTed 
l^berius's laws — defied the senate — made thee 
Like a god to Rome, dealing out fate — and, now 
Thou art no longer arm'd with thy great office, 
Would lead thee forth to sacrifice ! My son. 
Go not to the forum ! 'Tis a worthless cause ! 
Why should you go, my Cains J To defend 
Your laws from abrogation ? Think of them 
For whom you made those laws : tho fickle people 
Did lend a hand to pull you from your seat, 
And raise up them they shake at ! Thou art single, — ' 
Thou hast no seconds. 'Tis a hopeless struggle ! 
So sunk are alt, the heart of public virtue 
Has not the blood to moke it beat again. 

Caiu*. And should I therefore sink with the base 

What, mother, what ? Are the gods also base ? 
Is virtue base f le honour sunk ? Is manhood 
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A thing contemptible, and not to be 
M^ntain'd ? Remember yon Meauna, mother t 
Once &om its promontory we beheld 
A galley in a storm ; and, as the bark 
Approacb'd the fatal shore, could well discern 
The fefttures of the crew with horror all 
Aghast, save one. Alone he Htrove to guide 
The prow, erect amidst the horrid war 
Of winds and waters r^ng. With one hand 
He ruled the hopeless helm ; the other stnun'd 
The fragment of a shtTer'd etui ; his brow 
The while bent proudly on the scowUng surge. 
At which he eoowl'd ag»n. The Teasel struck : 
One man alone bestrode the wave, and rode 
The fotuning courser safe. 'Twas he, the same ! 
You claep'd your Gaius in your arms, and cried, 
* Look, look, my sou ! the brave man ne'er despairs, 
And Uvea where cowards die I ' I would bnt make 
Due profit of your lesson. 

Cor. Cains— Gains ! — 

Caitu. Mother — I — 

Cor. My son! 

Caiwi. Well, I'll not go. t^'Wwy do*en.'\ I will be 
ruled by you, 
If yon please ; let men say what they list of me. 
I care not if they whisper as I pass. 
And point, and smile, and say to one another, 
' Lo, the bold tribune, Gracchns 1 Lo, the man 
Did lord it o'er the senate 1 ' What is^t to me ? 
I know I am your son, and would approre it 
If I might ; bat, since you will not hare it so, 
111 stay from the forum, mother ; I'll not go 
To the forum. 

Cor. Know the people you did promise 
Togo? 

Caiut, Are they not here, with FuMus Flaccus, 
Expecting me ? But let them go with him ; 
He'll speak for them ; he'll be l£eir frieud ; hell dare 
Oppoee the senate ; hell preserve roy laws. 
If he can. If there's no other man to speak 
For liberty, he'll do it ! Pray yon, mother^ 

Li,. .e.i.yCOO'^IC 



QAjna ORAOCHva. 

Send Lnoios to them ; tell them I^ not go 
Abroad to-day. 

Cor. You must go to the fonun ! You most. 

CaiuM. Not if yon will it not. 

Cor. I neither wiU it. 
Nor will it not. 

Ctdut. Unless yon bid me go, 
Hiey go without me. 

Cor. Why, I think, as it is, 
Yoti cannot help but go. I know not what's 
The matter ; 'tis, periiaps, the fears of thy wife 
Infect me ; but I've dark forebodings, Cains. 
What will be left me, should I loee thee, eon ? 

Caku. My monument ! 

Cor. Go to the fornm — go ! 
Yon are Cornelians son ! 

Caiiu, My only use 
Of Ufe's to prove it ! 

Cor. Go— go—go ! my Cains ! 

CGoifijr, iut turn* and emiracet her $on. — 
They go oui leverally. 



SCENE III.— ^ Square, loith the Statue of THeriu* 
Sempronw* Gratiehut, 

Enter Caius Gracouus, Titus, Marods, and Citizens. 

Cmv*. What eon of Borne may not bia country call 
To do her service ? Romans, you desire 
I should defend your laws from abrogation, 
And I obey you. 

Tit. Worthy Cmub ! 

Cmtu. Somecoldnessthere baa been between us; but 
We know tbe cause, and so are fiiends again. 
Onr enemies may once prevail by cunning. 
But not a second time. Now sbow yourselves 
The men you should be. If your liberties 
And rights are dear to you, he faithful to them. 
Fear not the senate ; call upon the tribes ; 
Be freemen — none will dare to make you slaves ! 
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Enter Fliccus. 
Fla. C^uB, the coaaul ia about to pass, 
Proceeding to the sacrifice which he 
Has order'd, to give impions sanctity 
To his designs against you. 

Caiiu. Pta,y yoo, now, 
My friends, obs^e good order. Lei them paea. 

{^Ths Citizens rtUre. 

MvBio. — A ProcatUm of PriwU, JfC., Jblloined by Opimiub at 
Conml, attended by Drvsub and Seaatws. 

Opi. ZSeeittff GBAOcmrs.] What ! do yon wait to 
interrupt us here, — 
Yon, Gains Gracchus, Fulnus, and the rest, 
With your lewd rabble ? 

Caiut. You may see, Opimios, 
The way is clear for you. 

Opi. Oh ! is it so f 
'Tis well, indeed, you give us leave to pass ! 
You're very humble now, good Caius Gracchus ! 
Drusus, is this the man that thought to ride 
The necks of the senators? This the lawgiver. 
That parceli'd out the lands uf the patricians ? 
Why, yes ! 'Tia Cains Gracchus ! 

Caiut. True, Opimiua, 
True; it is Cains Gracchus. 

Opi. How ! so humble ? 
What ! this the gentleman that rail'd at us 
The other day, with such a fearless tongue 7 
Call'd us luxurious, proud— oppressors — tyrants, — 
The common robbers of the state ? This be 7 
Wbat knave may not grow honest ! Speak your soul. 
Tell ns yon hate ua ; spurn us, mock us, and [man ! 
Revile us, as you were wont to do ! I hate 
The double villain. We are not the consul ! 
These are not liotors ! Qracchus does not fear 
To let UB know his thoughts. 

Caiut. I will not stay 
To give you plea of quarrel. Know, Opimine, 
The man that loves his countiy may respect 
The shadow of her greatoess, [^Goa out. 
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Opi. Ha !— Take head ; 
Look to your eafety 1 On to the aacrifice. 

{_Mutic. — Opihidb and kiiparipffo out. 
Fh. la this to be endnred ! Could Caius brook it ? 
I bave no blood of bia within my veins, 
And yet they boil ! 

Mar. Had he bat spoke tbe word, 
He should have been avenged. He rail'd at us. Come, 
Let us follow him ! 

Fit. Hold, for the common canee! 
Mar. The common cause were served by any hurt 
that 
We could do Opimius. He's a tyrant I 
Fla. The worst of tyrants ! 

Mar. Come, let's follow him, and rid our country of 
a tyrant ! 

Tit, Stay t How are we prepared for encb a thing i 
Remember, too, it is tbe time of sacrifice. 

Fla. CuuB was tame to bear it. Seel be returns, 
And cbafUng like a flood Irom its embankment 
New burst. 

Re-enter Caius Gracchus. 
Caxiu. Knduro a life on sniFerance 
Like this! Why, you must think me water, fiiends. 
Or something farther still removed from blood — 
If there's such poverty in nature — that 
I seem to have no proper heat in me. 
To keep cool veins under the force of that 
Whose only sight, I see, sets yours a-boiling. 

Mar. Let's follow him, and rid our cotmtry of 
A tyrant! 

Caiat. [_RMhiftg before them.'} No ! 
Tit. Here comes his lictor with 
The entrails. 

Enter a Lictor, aith the entraiU. 
Lictor. Way, there, evil citizens ! \^Goe» out. 

Tit. Down with him ! 'Tis an evil word for him. 
Citizm». Down with him ! 

[Titus and Citizens nuA oiU. 
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Caitu. Hold! hold! Come b&ck, my friends — my 
coontrymen! 
You know not [_A loud groan without. 

Re-enter Titus, with a bloody dagger. 

Tit. You are revenged! He's dead! 

Caiita. Blood shed! Blood is not wash'd a,v!&y 
except 
Widi blood I [ The Citizens return tlowly and tuUenly. 
Why do you this t Why do yon ever that 
You should not do ? Who bade you take my quarrel 
Into your own hands ! Who ? I did not ask you 
For help or counsel Qods I if I do choose 
To stake my life, may I not fix the game 
I throw't away on ? Had I not here the tyrant 
Himself^ within arm's reach, that but a stride, 
Like this, had made my weapon and his heart 
Acquainted? Had I not? If I did think 
A guest of spleen, a fit of temper, a 
Sour stomach, was a thing to pitch ag^nst 
The cause — had I not man enough in me. 
Though thrice the number of his satellites 
Environ'd him, to smite him to my foot ? 
And yon must smite his slave! Now, look yon, for 
That slave, the atones we tread on shall weep blood. 
And our veins lend the tears I 

Fla. Remember, 'twas 
For you they did it. 

Caiiu. Me? Oh ! I retun 
The memory of all they have done for me ! 

Flo. Observe their looks: they are depress'd and 
spiritless 
From your rebuke. It is not well to bring 
Their zeal to such an ebb. 

Caitu. It is, indeed. 
The tide for ebbing. \_Thunder.1 Listen! Do you 

Tit. The heavens lower 

Caiui. On us ! There is something awful in their 
speech, 
More than the sound. ^Thunder agtun.'] That's anger 1 
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Ento' Vbitius, ha»lily. 

fei. DiapOTse ! diapene ! The cousnl heavily 
Hae ta'en hig lictor's death. The senate is 
ConToked. 

^Louder thunder — the CitizenB withdraw tlowly. 

Cairn. Now it epeaka ont ! ^is not for Daught 
They keep that stirring in the heaTeiiB. Some foot, 
On haste with wrath, hath from Jove's preaence now 
Gone forth, the bearer of an errand, whose 
Dread import hath set all Olympna shaking 1 

Fla. You are infusing fear into the crowd : 
This is no way to remedy the evil. 
Think what can best he done. 

Caiut. Nothing ia heat, 
Where nothing can be done. 

Fla. Here comes your brother. 

£ntef LiniNinB, haglU]/. 

Lie. A decree has pasa'd the senate, that the consnl 
Iiook to the public safety. Caius, you. 
And Fulvius Flaccus, are the men tliey aim at ; 
Yon must protect yonrselves I 

[_Thunder» ttUl louder. 

FUt. Observe, the citizens fall off from ub. 

Cmvt. Why, let them go ! As long as our veins are 
full, 
Why should theirs flow ? Let them bll off to one — 
To none ! Their carrion would but poison Rome, 
And breed a mortal, general pestilence ! 
Let them, I say! It shall be writ in blood. 
The man who labours for the people's good, 
The people shall give ap to sacrifice ! 
So shall their groans unpitied rend their breasts, — 
Unheeded, save of them whose ears confess 
No sweeter mtuic ! Here, even at the foot 
Of my great father's statue^ I wiU brave 
The tyrant's wrath alone I 

\KtmU at hitfather'i ttatue, hiding Ait face with hit 

Fla. What ! hold your neck 
To the axe ? 
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Enter Pomponius, htuliij/. 

Pom. Caius, tbe consure lictors, I'm adviaed. 
Are on the watch for you. 

Fla. Meet force with force ! 

[^The GitizenB return in larger nttmbert. 
The people throng to you agiun. 'Twaa but 
The storm diapereed them. 

iic. Gracchua — Caiua Graccbua ! 
If yoa're a m^, act like one. Keep not tcrma 
With men do make the laws a plea for acta 
The laws forbid. The senate is the traitor. 
Think, in its bloody edict you are led 
Already to the slaughter. Caiua, 'tis 
Your country catla on you ! 

Pom. With teara! 

Fla. With wrongs ! 

Lie. Tiberiua calls on you ! 

CoMiu. Give me your hands, 
lis done, myfriends — 'tis paat! I will! [I/w thunder.^ 

You hear 1 
Great Jove ! our fates command ua ! 

Fla. Muatcr, friends. 
Betimes to-morrow on Mount Aventine. 
We've scanty time for preparation. Night 
Draws on apace. Some of yon keep a watch 
Near Caiua' honae, leat, in the dead of night. 
They steal upon bim. Cuus, fare thee well 1 
We meet to-morrow. 

Caiiu. I will meet thee, Flaccns ; 
But let not the first blow be ours. 

Fla. It cannot ; 
They strike already that do draw on ns. 

Cahu. Against myself I pledge myself. O Rome ! 
The aona do love thee most, must make thee bleed ! 

ZTheffffooul. 



.ignieObyGoOglc 



CAIUS ORACCHltfi. 



SCENE lY. — An Jpartment in the Hotue of Caiui 

GrtKchui — a couch. 

Enter Cornbua and Licinia, with a ktoU, Jblhired by 

LvciuB, carrying tight*. 

Cor. Will not you go to bed ? 

Lid. Not till he comes. 

Cor. He moat aup out. 

Lid. Well, I'll sit up for him. 

Cor. What, with those eyes, that look so ill prepared 
To play the watcher ? 

Lid. I will read, Cornelia, 
And keep myself awake. I can't lie down ; 
Go you to bed, my mother. 

Cor, I'll not give you 
Sscuse for so uncall'd-for labour, by 
Partaking it. Good night ! 

Lid. Good night! 

^CoRHKLiXffoe* out followed hy Lrcirs. 
I wish 

He would come home ! WLy should he sup abroad 
To-night ? Most like, it is my brother's fault ; 
He never lets him rest with taking him 
To Carbo's house — oi Flaccus'g— or aome 
Such place. I would he had a wife himself. 
To keep him more at home. Cornelia's right ; 
I'm half asleep already. A heavy lid 
la Btrange companion to an anxious heart ! 
Come, thou, that canst discourse without a tongue, — 
Cunning beguiler of the lonely! talk to me, 
And, for my dear lord, help me to keep watch ! 

[_She lilt on the eouck, and read* — groKs gradiudiy 
drowtier — the tcroll falls from her hand, and 
she ile^i. 

Enter Caius Gkaoohus, without teeing Aer. 
Caiui. What meant the boy hy starting when he let 
Me in ? What's in my face to make him hold 
His breath, and change his colour at ! I thought 
At first the house was not my own; and never 
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LooVd it BO like my own ! A hnudred objects. 

Day after day I've pass'd, with joat as mncb 

Of cooBciausneas as they had not been here, 

I DOW distin^iih with a feeling of 

Such recognition, as invest them with 

The worth of predons things. The common couch 

Stands in oni supper-room, a dozen times 

A day I've thrown myself upon, without 

Thoaght it supported me. When now I pass'd it, 

I could not help but stop, as it had been 

Borne special minister of happiness 

Did challenge salutation. What t Licinia ? 

Asleep, too ! She is sitting up for me I 

Come, now, Conspiracy, thou bold redresaer 

Of grievances ! dost doubly stake thy life ! 

Thou wilt achieve beneath the peaceful brows 

Of the household eaves, that never thought to see it. 

What were done better in the stony eyes 

Of frowning battlements — and lead along 

The streets, where children, wives, and matrons tread. 

Mars' revels, fitter to be acted on 

Some far removed, unfrequented waste, — 

Come, now 1 and, while the silken bands of sleep 

Hold thy uncouBinoDS, unoffending victim. 

Look on, and scan thy plea of conjuration. 

And see if it be proof .' Tbon canst not do it ! 

Already is the ^ue creeping o'er 

Thy flesh, at longer trial of the test 

Would shake the weapon from thy hand, though dench'd 

With thousand oaths I That I ^ould see her thus! 

I must not look on her agun, nor speak to ber ! 

Ill call her maid to wat^ by ber, and then 

I will to bed and sleep^-or ^ign to sleep. [^Goittff. 

Lid. [/ft A«r«^p.^ Keep faim in, mother! Let him 
not go forth I 
TheyTlkillmy CaJua! 

Caiut. [iZetumtm^.3 ^e is dreaming of me. 
Some horrible concdt her fancy frames 
To cheat her with. Had I not better wake her ? 
For what ? To do in earnest, what I would not 
Her fancy did, would do it but in jest. 
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Oh, proper kindness ! Whatsoe'er it was, 
Tie gone ! How calm I He ne'er hath look'd on sleep, 
That hath not caught it lighted on the lids 
Ofvirtue! I must gase on her no longer 1 [(rotn^. 

lAd. ^At fim in A#r tle^, then auaking and ruthittff 
/brward.^ Oh, spare him 1 save him ! ^ve him to 
hie wife I 
Strike hN« — strikehOTe! [CAiTmeateieiitrinhitamu,'] 
My Ciuusf — 'Twos a dream! 
Bnt press me to thy heart ; apeak to me, Cains ! 
I know 'tis you ; but press me — speak to me 1 
It was a horrid dream 1 

Caiiu. Ne'er mind it, loYe. 

Lid. No more I do — dreams are but dreuns. "Ha 

This is onr boose, and 'tis our sitting room 
We are talking in ; and it is night — still night. 
That never walk'd her nlent round, methinks, 
With softer step. List, love ! when we are still. 
Nought's stirring. Why, how pale you look, my Cains ! 

Caiiu. Do I ? 

Lici. Indeed yon do ; and when yon smile, 
Methinks you do grow paler. Don't smile, Caius : 
four smile fits not what it doth cover, and 
Is meant to hide, not show. Gods ! husband, what's 
The matter 7 

Caiiu. Sweet, yon frighten'd me jnst now. 

Lid. Frighten'd you ! 

Cmm. Ay : a woman's shriek starts terrors. 
Where trumpets might redouble their alarms. 
And not one fear awake. 

Lid. And did I shriek ? 
I knew not what I did. Twos snch a dream ! 
Ill tell it you, love. 

Cmu*. No, never mind, Licinia. 

Lid. Not tell it you ? Are yon ft&tud to hear it ? 

Cmu*. Afraid of a shadow I No, Licinia. 
Twould pain you to go over it. 

Lid. Not it ! 
Pain me t Is not your arm around me, Cains ? 
Do I not hear you talking to me ? see yon 7 
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Feel you ?— Not want a proof that you are safe 
And well ?— I dream'd that you lay bleeding, love, 
At the oonaul's feet, stood over you and smiled, 
And (truck ! and struck ! Why, what's the matter, 

That you hold your hand to your forehead ? 

CaiiM. Fool that I waa. 
To walk bareheaded yeateraight in the garden ! 
That shootbg pain's the profit on't. Go on — 
Go on, Licinia. Did the consul use 
His weapon like a soldier ? 

Lid. Like a demon ! 

Cuius. No doubt ! no doubt ! 

Lun. What, Caius ? 

Caiu». It would be 
An idle dream had not the thrift to turn 
A man into a demon t Pr'ythee, love. 
What figure took he next ? 

Lici. You make a jest 
Of me, m tell no more of it. I'm ghid 
You are so merry. 

Caiue. Merry! 

Lie*. Are you not! 

Cot'iM. Not if it doee not please you, Iotb. 

Lici. Indeed 
But it does ! Be ever merry ! You'll be merry 
To-morrow, I will answer for*t ; and so 
Will I, and ao will all the house. Now, why, 
Tell me, should we he merry, love, to-morrow. 
Of all the days in the yeiur ? 

Caiw. Indeed, Licinia, 
I cannot teU. 

Lid. You cannot tell — ^you, Caiva \ 
Now, tell not that to any one ! It is 
The birthday of our boy ! There was a time 
I fsar'd you would not live to see it ; hut 
That time ia past. Thank Jupiter for what 
He sends to-morrow ! What are you thinking of? 

Caittt, Our boy. 

Ltct. Is that the way to think of our boy ? 
Think of him with a amile ; he ia a boy 
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To make a father proud, although it ia 
Hifl mother says it. 

Caiw. So he is. Well go 
To rest, love. 

Lid. Nay, I am act weary, Caius ; 
St ap a while, and talk. 

Cmut. I would not talk 
To-night. 

Lid, No more would I. We'll go to rest. 
Come, Caiua. Now, I have not told you half 
The reason we shall be so happy, love, 
To-morrow. Can't yon guese ? 

Cetiti*. What Is't, Licinia ? 

Lid. Is it not our wedding-day ? 

Caiitt. It is ! it is ! 

Lid. Have we not reason to be happy ? I hare : 
Have not you? Sha'n't we be happy? Say we shall! 

Caiui. We shall— to be sure 

Lid. Say it out ! 

Caiut. To be sure we shall ! 
Why should we not ? Why Bhonld we Come to 

Come to rest. It grows to torture I 

Lid. What, my Caius ! 

Caitu. The pain I told you of. 

Lid. You are not well ; 
You do not look as you were well, nor speak. 
All's wrong if you're not well. 

Caiut. A little sleep 
WUl set all right 

Lid. It will — it will ! 

Cotu*. Come, love ! 

Ltet. I would not for the world you should be ill 
To-morrow — or any day — but most of all 
To-morrow, 

Caiitt, Come to rest, love ! 

lAd. Are you sure 
'Tie nothing needs be fear'd ? 

Caiut. Don't question me : 
The slightest noise distracts me. 

lAd. Does it, Ciuus ? 



.ignieObyGoOglc 



70 CAIITB ORACCHnS; 

You're ill, indeed, then — yon are very ill ! 
What shall be done for you ? 

Caim. Ton drive me mad I 
Don't mind me, love — don't mind me ! Come to reet. 
[^They^ out. 



ACT V. 
SCENE I.— The Street before Caivt Ht3U*e~4ampi at 



atixens diecowred lying a$leq> in vaHout poeturea', armed — 

othert watching. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit. Almost the moniing dawns. What ! rouae ye, 

friends 1 

Up, drowsy comrades, np ! 'Tia time-^'tia time ! 

[They rue. 
Mnter Caivs GitAOCHDsyVom the boiue. 
Caitu. Ha ! is it time, my friends ? 
Tit. It is, good Cains. 
Caiw. Wlut noise of steps is that ? 
Tit. A hand of citizens. 
Crossing the end of the street. 

Caiug. Oo on before, my friends; I'll follow you. 
[TiTua and Citizens ffo out. 
I will but take e, last look of the house. 
To think of what I leave within that honse 1 
I left her sleeping. Gods ! upon the brink 
Of what a precipice ! — and she must down,— 
I cannot save her. My last kiss, when I 
Did print upon her cheek, she breathed my name. 
And, all unconscious as she was, with such 
A plaintive cadence — even Pity's sel^ 
Composed of tears and mnimurs as she is, 
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In her moet melting mood, did never frame 
Mora tender. But that I did tear myself 
At once away — for all that manhood, bock'd 
By honour, that did never yet relent, 
Had urged npon me — I must have foregone 
My pnrpose. Thought must look another iray ! 
Tiberius — I am coming ! Art thoa here, 
My brother, waiting for me ? Yes, I feel 
Thou art ! I am ready ! Mighty ahade, lead on ! 

Enter Licinia, hattiiy. 

Lid. ^Rvihing t<noard» Aim.] Caius ! — Oh, have I 
found you ? 

Caiui. My Licinia, 
"Why do yott quit your bed ? 

Lici. To seek you, Caius, 
To bring you back with me ! Come into the house. 

Caiut. What fear you, love T 

Liei. I know not what I fear. 
But well I know that I have caiise to fear ! 
Your putting off your journey yesterday — 
Your going to the forum, as you did — 
Your making it bo late ere you came back — 
Your looks and answers when you did come back — ' 
Your rising now, at this unwonted hour, — 
A thousand thousand things that I could name, 
Had I the time to think of them, forewarn me 
You go not forth for good ! 

Caiu*. Licinia ! wife ! 
Collect yourself to listen to me, now. 
I must go forth, and may not be prevented. 
Why, what's the matter with you ? Can't a man 
Qet up a little hour or two before 
His wonted time, and take a walk, hnt he 
Must run into a lion's mouth ? For shame ! 
If this were told of Caius' wife ! Go in ; 
Get thee to bed again ; and take thia kise 
Along with thee. 

Liei, I cannot qnit you, Caius, — 
I cannot let you go I Spite of myself^ 
I cling to you, as though my anna were bound 
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Aboat you by a epell ! Do you know I am ill f 

I'm Tery ill I in eootb, I am so ill, 

It ia not kind of you to leave me, Gains. 

Caiua, you would not leave me when I'm ill ? 

You aurely never would ! Let me lean on you, 

And take me into the house. I thank you, Caius. 

Caitit. {Conducting her to the door, and »top^«^,] 
There! 

Lid. Would you quit me at the threshold ? Won't 

Come in, too f CaiuB, do come in ! Sure, Caius, 
You can go forth by and by. 

Caiun. I must go forth 
At once, love. 

Lid. Muai ? In trutli you must not — will not ! 

Caiui. [^Goinff,"} Farewell ! 
Lid. Stop, Caius — stop ! [Follotcinff htm, caiehing hold 
of hit robe, and discovering a itcord under hi* 
m'm.'^ Is it to use 
That sword you go abroad? Is it, my husband? 
It is — alas ! it is ! You would go forth 
To sell your life for an ungrateful people ; 
To quit your wife and child for men, look'd on 
And saw your brother murderM, and will now 
Betray even you to death ! Caius, you trust 
The faith of men that have no faith, except 
When trial is not near. Oo not, my Caius ! 
My lord I my husband I father of my child! 
Go not, but bear your poor distracted wife 1 

Caiut. Licinia, now is it perverse in yon 
To fiuicy danger. I have business forth. 
Is it a time to walk the streets unarm'd, 
When drunken revellers from breaking up 
Of banquets are abroad ? Xo more of this ! 
In — in ! my love. Be sure I'll make all haste. 
Tliy thin robe suits not, sweet, the morning air. 
In, my Licinia, in ! there's nought to fear ! 

\Trumpet mtkoal. 

Lid. What's that? [_Trumpet t^i'n.J Again 1 
Speaks not that sununoner 
To thee ? 
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Caitu. Dear wife — 
LAci. Come'into the hnuse — come in! 
If I'm thy wife, whoBe interest in thee 
Shall push by mine ? Whose claiia to hold thy pledge 
Calls on thee with a right can shut out mine ! 
Thon shalt not go! {Trumpet. 

Caitu. Lidnia > 

LUi. Nay, thou shalt not ! 
Caiut. Let go my robe ! 
Lid. I will not let it go ! 
You hurt me, Caiua ! — Know you, you do hurt me ? 
For Juno's sake, dear husband ! Cuus, — oh ! 
You gripe my wrist till I am wck with the pain ! 
If any one had said it ! Promise one thing, 
And I will let thee go, 
Caim. What is it ? 
Liei. Kill me! 

Caiut. {CatcAinff her (o hit hreatt.'J Licinia ! 
Liei. [^Nearly faintififf t» Aw armi.'^ Ah I 
Caiut. Gods ! I have killed thee ! 
Liei. No ! 
Or, if you have, 'tis with a sudden draught 
Of too sweet Ufe ! Blesa thee, my Caius — bless thee ! 
You will not go — you'll stay with me — you'll come 

Yonll live for me ! Come in ! come in 1 come in ! 

Enter Lioinius. 

Lie. What keeps you. Gains? 

Caiut, {Apart to Ai'nt.^ Take her from about 
My neck. 

Liei. I hear you, Caius ! There I Myself 
Will do that kindness for thee. Thou art free 
To go. Stay, husband ! Give me &om about 
Thy neck that collar which thou wear'st, to keep it 
As thy last gift. 

Caiut. Here, my Licinia. 

Lid. What! 
Nothing about me I can give thee in 
Exchange for't? Oh I I have a token yet, 
That hath the virtae of an amulet 
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To him believed io't. One thing, I do know,—' 
Steel, at its aight, hath all as harmlesa tum'd 
As point of down, tliat cannot stand against 
The tenderest breath. Swear only, stay till 
I fetch one gift, one laet, one parting ^ft. 

[_She ffoet out hurriedly. 
■ Caitu. Bring it, love ! 

Lie. Now Cains, 
Now li your time ! wait not till she returns. 

Caiw. I have promised her. 

lAc. And if yon promised her 
To pluck an eye out, would you think it kinder 
To do't, than leave't undone ! Away, at once ! 
The cause — the cause t 

Re-ealer Licinia, haitUy, teith her Child. 
Lid. The boy, my Ciuus ! 
Caiw. Ha ! 

Lid. Nay, if thou look'st that way upon thy child, 
I'm satisfied there is no hope for me 1 ^Kneelt. 

Caiut, Why, was this kind ? 

Liei. I do not know that word. 
It stands for nothing — worse I 'Tis found the thing 
It says it is not. Husbands are call'd kind. 
That break the foolish hearts are knit to thom ; 
And fathers kind, who their own children do 
Make orphans of; and brothers kind, who play 
The parts of bloodless strangers ; and friends, too. 
Whose actions find them foes. More kind are foea 
That ate not kind, but do not say they are ! 

Caiut. Take the child, wife. 

Lid. I wilL 

CaiW. Why dost thou kneel 1 

Lid, To beg a blessing for bim of the gods. 
Since thou dost turn him from thee, asking it 
Of thee. 

Caiui. The gods be more to bim, Licinia, 
Than thou wouldst have me be ! Licinia ! Ha ! 
That look. 

Lie, Come ! come. 

Caiiu. She rivets me ! \TrumpeU KitAoul. 
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Lie. Do you liear ? 

Cmw. Tear me away t More blessings Hght upon 

Than I feel pangs, who curse the things I'd bless I 

- [Gaids Graccbds om^LiciNirs go out — alarum* 



Cor. What's this ? Licinia ! 

Lid. Take the child from me. 
Until I lay me down and die. 

Cor. And die ! 
Rise, rise, my daughter ! 

Lid. Bather thou fall down 
Along with me, and pray the gods they send 
A thunderbolt to, strike us both tngether ! 
For both already they have smitten so. 
To spare's the countertide of mercy ! 

Cor. Rise : 
We may not tempt the gods ! Come into the house, 
And show thy tears to it — ^'twill not tell of thee. 
This is the common street, and tliou but lend'st 
The essence of thy grief to vilest tongues 
Will make ajest and marvel on't. Come in. 

Lid. You counsel me, and do not know the causa 
Whereon you counsel me. 

Cor. My son is dead ? 

Lid. No, no ! Yet 

Cor. Yet ! Why wouldst thou say he lives, 
And but that little word 'twixt him and death ? 
He is the same as dead ; — then think him dead, 
As I do. 

Lid. And art then a mother ? 

Cor. Yes; 
The mother of the virtue of my child ! 
The fastiion of hia body natiu:* fix'd ; — 
I bad no choice in't — was not ask'd how high 
The stature on't should grow — gave not my voice 
As to the shape of limb or lineament, 
Nor pick'd the shade and texture of the skin ; — 
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But, of hU worth, the modelUng waa mine : 
Say, tUat ia dead, and you may Bay I'm dead ! 

Lki. I canuot answer this. I can but marvel, 
Tlie weight bows me to earth should seem eo light 
To you. [_Alarutm without. 

Eater LiviA, hurriedly. 

Livia. Cornelia ! 

Cor. Well, Livia t 

Liuia. Those fearful noises ! Listen — you will iiear 
The rush of feet on every side. I've paes'd 
Such groups of angry-looking men — some pale- 
Some flush' d — some mute, and others mutterinf; 
To ono another — hurrying all one way, 
As all on one momentous object bent. 
I came to thee, that we might seek some sanctuary; 
For houses are not safe in times like these. 

Cor. The Temple of Diana is at hand ; 
We will go tliither. See, my Livia, 
How lost Licinia is ! Take hold of her. 
And lead the way. Nobly, ye gods ! oh, nobly! 

[ Thet/ go out. 



SCENE \\.— Mount Avmiine. 

IS Gracobvs, FvLviue 

Caiw. You see —you see ! Their very trumpets shake 
Your TtaikB. How will they stand the blows of those 
Whose only breath can stagger ? What ! So means ? 

Fla. Twice have we offered terms of peace, which 
Have twice refused, and into prison cast [they 

Our herald, my own son ; and, not content 
With this, they have proclaim'd for a reward 
To him who brings your head, its weight in gold. 

Caiui. Then shall they have it at a dearer price — 
The safety of my friends ! 

Enter FoupoNtus. 
Pmn. Why stand you here ! 
Advance ! A rumour spreads among our ranks. 
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That pardon is proclaim'd to those who quit us ; 
And many friends fall off. 

Caiu*. It shall be so ! 
Call back the runaways, and let them save 
The honour of their manhood ! Husbands I drive out 
If oar aad foreboding thoughts ; your wives shall hear 
Your feet to-night upon the threshold. Sons ! 
Check not your pious tears, but let them flow 
For joy ; your mothers have not lost their props ! 
Cowards ! relax not your atrain'd unena yet, 
But live redoubted ! Brave hearts ! rein your courage, 
To give it course upon a fairer field : 
Cains alone shall bleed 1 

F^et. What mean you, Ctuns? 

Caitu. To yield myself into the consul's hands. 
And save these veins their stores 1 

Fa. No, by the goda, 
You shall not do it ! 

Caiut. Not ! Why should I live 
At such 3 price as half these lives, which I 
Can, singly dying, save ? I cannot live 
To give my countiy freedom : lot me die 
To save her blood I 

Enter Licinivb. 

Lie. Where are your swords, my friends? 
Do they become their scabbards or your hands. 
When tyranny's so near ? Unshesth, I say! 
And show tlieir honest facet to our foes, 
And make the knaves to blush. 

Cmut. Draw ofi' our friends ; 
I'll meet them singly ! 

Lie. Never ! 
Well live or die together! Or, take your course, — 
Yield yourself to the tyrant, if you will ! 
My sword is out, and shall not <]uit my grasp, 
So long as it can strilce a linlc away 
From the vile chains that gall us! Leave ub, Caius, — 
Desert us — fly us— carry with thee half 
Our strength 1 With the remaining half well struggle, 
Nor vilely live the tbralls of tyranny! 
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Caitw. Oh, Rome! my country! — Oh, my mother. 
Is it to ehed thy blood I draw my aword ? [Rome ! 

To fill thy ma,troiis' and thy daughters* eyea 
With tears, and drain the spirits of thy boos ? 
Shoald J not ntther turn it 'gainst myself, 
And, by the timely sacrifice of one. 
Preserve the many? They will not let me do it ; 
They take firom me the rule of mine own acts, 
And make me Freedom's slave ! What ! is it go ? 
Come, then, ^e only virtue that is left me, — 
The fatal virtue of neceeaity. 
Upon them ! 

Give them stoat hearts, ye gods ! to enable them 
To stand the flashing of thrar tyrants' swords ! 
Deaf to the din of battle let them be ! 
Senseless to wonnds, and without eyes tor blood ; 
That, for this once, they may belie themnelvee ; 
Make tyranny to cower, and, from her yoke. 
Lift prostrate Liberty, to fall no more. ITheyffO ota. 



SCENE m.—Tht Interior of tie TempU of Diana— 

the Suoue of the Goddeu — a large Portal, 
LioisiA, kneeling bji the itatue — Cobkeua, Litia, Luoilla, 

f(Di(A Oraeehui Child,) Luoius, and numerotu Female*, 

who hadjledfor tafety to the Tempk, dieooeend. 

Cor. ^To Luoins.] Qo, boy; look out and tell me 
what thon sec'st. 
If all is quiet, run to tlie end of the street, 
But venture not beyond — and listen if 
Thou hear'st the sound of tumult. Use thy seuBes, 
And hurry back when they do gather for tiiee 
Aught worth the bringing. Hasten now, and, for 
Thy life, break not thy bounds. Away! 

[Lucius goet out. 

Lima. [To one of the Femalei.'} Observe 
Cornelia ! Now what kind of soul is here. 
That in this hour of trembling can be calm, 
As nought but commoti things were passing round her? 
But note her ! 
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Cor. Livia, you did say, just now, 
yonr brother told yon there had come a herald 
Proposing terme of peace. 

Lima. He did ; but thought 
They would not be aooepted. 

Cor. He thought right ; 
No more they will Opimiua hath the gust 
Too strong fi^ blood, when he hath snuflTd it, not 
To taate. He'll lap it : matters not whose veins 
''Twill coat the emptying of, so they belong 
To honest men. Then will he ofier sacrifice ! 
Ob, man ! man ! man 1 — most sacrilegious and 
Profane ! — that, with thy lips, dost laud the gods, 
Whose ordinance thou tearest with thy hands ! 
The path to whom thou hast with peril so 
Beset, that he who seeks may find it out 
By good men's graves at many a spot, whereon 
They did untimely fall ! "Why clasp you me. 
My Livia ? 

Livia. Do you hear the clash of swords 7 
Cor. Indeed I do not. "Tis your fancy, Liria. 
Lima. Nay, 'tis your talking of men's graves. 
Cor. Hen's graves 
Are hut men's beds ; whereon we lay them, not 
For one hard day of toil to follow on 
Another ! Thankless labour, Livia : sweat. 
To him expends it profitless — that goes 
To nourish others, and they take, as thongh 
The uring were a boon. How lares it with 
Licinia ? 

Livia, All abstracted, as she were 
Alive to nonght without her. I can draw 
No word nor sign firom her. Thore kneels she to 
The statne of the goddess, muto as silence. 
And in so fixed stillness, yon might ask. 
Which is the marble ? 
A Soldier IfVithoul.} Way, there ! let me in! 
Cor. Don't shut the gates, but let him in. 
Lima. Who is it? 
Cor, One is wounded from the fray ; 
Sure sign it has commenced I 
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I fear for Lncius : 
He has gone near it. 

lAvia, And tUou hast a son 
Is in it. 

Cor, I fear not what I do know, 
How much soe'er I feel it. Livia ! Livia ! 
I'm a mother, though I do not wail 
To let you know it. 

Re-enter Lucius. 
Now, air, where have you been? 
Finely you've mark'd my orders'! Tell me what 
You've seen and heard ! 

Lnc. The battle is begun. 

Cor. I know it already. Can you tell which side 
Is like to win ? 

Liuc. The citizens, they say 
Give ground. 

Livia. They do? 

Cor. I could have told it you 
Without the ud of augury. How learo'd 
You this? 

LtK. From some did carry to his house 
The young Valerius, wounded mortally ; 
Him they do call the comeliest youth in Rome. 

Cor. That's right ; you speak not out of breath, as 
though 
The house were on fire. Valerius, say you ? 

Lm. Yes. 
I did not know him when I saw him, so 
Hia face was gash'd. 

Litia. Oh ! 

Cor. Hear you, air ! Now know 
Yourself a man ! You have been nearer to 
The fif^y than you Uke to telL You're a fine boy • 
What rush of feet is that ? Go see. 

[Lucius poet out and relurtu. 

Liui. The citizens 
Fly every way ; and from the vrindowe and 
The houses' top, the v^omen look and wring 
Their hands, and wail, and ckmour. Listen ! you 
Will hear them. 
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Cor. 1 can hear tliem without ears. 

Caim CraecAtu. [_Witkout.^ Shut to the gates ! 

[LuciES ffoet out. 

Lid. [Startinff up.] 'Tie Caius ! 

Caiug GraeeJaa. yWithout.^ Thankless hearts ! 
Not HOB presents himself to aiA my sword, 
Or lend a charger to assist my flight ; 
But, as I were a racer in the games. 
They cry, ' Make haste 1 ' and shout as I pass by I 

Enter Caiub Gbacchvs. 
May they remun the abject things they are. 
Begging their daily pittance from the hands 
Of tyrant lords that spurn them ! May they crawl 
Ever in bondage and in misery, 
And never know the bleascd rights of &eomen ! 
Here will I perish ! 

lAci. [Bvshing to him.'\ Caius I 

Caius. MyLicinia! 
My mother too ! 

Lid, Why should you perish ? Fly, 
And save your life, my Caius ! fly ! A steed— 
A steed ! There are a hundred ways to save 
Yonr life ; take one of them, my Caius. 

Cor. If 
There's any hope, my son 

Caivt. My child, tool 

Enter TiTUB. 

Tit. Cains! 
Caius, remain not here ! Pomponius and 
Licinius, striving to keep hack the consul. 
And give you time for flight, have fallen beneath 
His hirelings' blows. They have the scent of you : 
Another moment's pause, and yoo are lo^ 

Cor. Make the attempt, my son ! 

Z.W. Fly ! fly ! 

Se-mter Lvoivs. 

Iak. It is 

Too late 1 

Cor, Embrace me, Cuus ! Ob, my son ! 
The gods do bare no sword 'gainst virtue ! 
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Caita. No! 
No, mother ! illy LicinU 1 give me my child. 
\^Ande to Cornelia.^ Mother, be yon & parent to my 

wife, 
A tator to my child. The leBaona yon 
Did make me con, teach him — none else ; he cuinot 
Xieam better! 

Lin. Cains ! Ctuua I do yon know 
No meaus of flight ! 
Cairn. I do. 

Lici. I hear them. Use it, — 
Use it, dear husband ! Now — 

CottM.. I will. I'd kiss 
My hoy first. HKxtie* the ehUd.2 Mother ! 

^Emhraea Coonblia. 
Lid. They are here I 

Ctnut. Now thee ! [_Eti^aeet Licinia. 

Lid. Away ! Whaf s that you feel for, Ctuns, 
Under yonr robe ? 

Caitu. Nothing, love, nothing ! Rome ! 
Oh, Rome ! 

[^A dagger drop* from bensalh Caius's role — he fallt 
dead — LiciNiA throw* h^rte^ on th« body — Coit- 
NELiA, with di^ieulty, mpport* hertelf — the Cotuul 
and hit troopt are hecard approaehing — the tnakei a 
violent effort to recover her self-pottetiion, and 
matchet Caius's Child from the Attendant. 
Enter Opihiub and hit party, with Guardt, lAetort, Sjc. 
kattUy. 
[Cornelia holdt up the child in one haTtd, andwith the 
other pointt to the bodyo/CAWB — Opiaim and the 
rett ttand fixed in amazement — Flcurithf and the 
curtain/allt. 
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WILLIAM MACEEADY, ESQ. 

Mt Dsut SiB, 

What cm I do less than dedicate t^tie 
' Tnged; to you ! This is a quesUon, which you cumoi aoBwer ; 
but I can — I cannot do less ; and if I could do more, I ongbt, 
and would. 

1 was a perfect stranger to you : you read my play, and at 
once committed yoorself reapectiug its merits. This, perliapB, ia 
not saying much for your head— but it says a great deal for yonr 
heart ; and that is the considetation. which, above all others, 
mak«8 me feel happy, and proud, in subscribing myself, 

Your grateful Friend and Servant, 

JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 
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SCENE, CHIEFLY HOME. 
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PROLOGUE, 

BY J. H. REYNOLDS, ESQ. 

Spoken by Mia Booth, 

[Speaking b^ind.'] Nay, Mr. Fawcett, give me leave, I pray : 
The audience wait, and I mnit have my way. \_EjUeT*. 
What ! curb a woman's tongne !— a* I'm alive, 
The wretch would mar our old prerogative ! 
Ladies ! by very dint of pertinacity. 
Have I preserved the glory of loqnadty. 

Oh 1 could you gaze, as I am gazing now, 
And see each man behind with gather'd brow, 
And clenched hand (though nought my spirit damps) 
Beckoning, with threats, my presence from the lamps : 
Each, a» I broke my way, declared how well 
Hb art could woo you — to be peaceable ! 
One is well robed — a second greatly shines, 
In the nice balance — of cosf-iron lines; 
A third can sing — a fourth can touch your tears — 
A fifth — " 111 see no more ! " — a fifth appeaia, 
Who hath been once in Italy, and seen Rome ; 
In short— there's quite a hubbub in the Gieen-Room. 
But I — a very woman — careless, Lght — 
Fleet idly to your presence, this fair night ; 
And, craving your sweet pardon, fain would say 
A kind word for the poet and his play. 

To-night, no idle nondescript lays waste 
The imiy and yet placid bower of taste : 
No story, piled with dark and cumbrous (ate. 
And words, that stagger under their own weight ; 
But one of silent grandeur — simply said, 
As though it were awaken'd from the dead ! 
It is a tale — made beautiful by years ; — 
Of pure, old Roman sorrow — old in tears ! 
And those yon shed o'er it in childhood may 
Still fall — and foil — for sweet Virginia ! 

Nor doth a crowned poet of the age 
Call the sweet spirits fi-om the historic page I 
No old familiar dramatist hath spun 
This tragic, antique web, to-night — but one, 
An unknown author, in a sister land, 
Waiti^ in young fear, the fiat of your hand. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— A Street w 



Enter Sehvivb and Citgitii. 

Ser. Carbo denied a he&ring ! 

Cne. Ay, and Marcellus cast into prison, because be 
sued a friend of one of the decemvirs for a sum of 
money he had lent him. 

Ser. And Appius resisted not ? Appius, that in the 
first decemvirate was a god to the people ! 

Cne. SesiBted not ! Nay, was most loud in favour 
of the decree ; but httber comes Yirginius, who inter- 
ested himself so much in Carbo's affair. He looks a 
little heated. Is not that Titus he is speaking to? 
Stand aside, master, and listen. 

Enter ViRGiNius and Titus. 

Vir^niut. Why did you make him decemvir, and 
first decemvir too ? 

Tit. "We had tried him, and found him honest. 

Firffinim. And could you not have remained con- 
tent? "Why try him agwntofind him dishonest? Knew 
ye not he was a patrician, and of the Claudiau family ? 

Tit. He Itud down the consulate 

Fir^riiut. Hal ha I bal to be elected into the 
decemvirate, and he was so ; and he laid down his 
office of decemvir to be re-elected into the decemvirate, 
and he is so ; ay, and by Jupiter ! and to the excln- 
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sion of bis late colleagues I Did not Titus Genutins 
l&y down the conBuIate 7 

Til. He did. 

Virginiut. Was he not next to Appins in the 
decemvirate ? 

Tit. He was. 

Virginius. Did yon not find him honest t 

Tit, We did find him honest. 

Virginiut. As honest as Appiua Clandiufl ? 

Tit. Qnite as honest, 

Firginitis. Quite aa honest ! And why not re-elect 
him decemvir ! Most sapient people ! Yon re-elect 
AppiuB into the decemTirate for his honesty, and yon 
thrust Titus out of the decemvirate— I suppose for his 
honesty also ! Why, Appiua was sick of the decem- 

Ser. I never heard him say ho. 

Firginius. But he did say so — say so in my hearing ; 
in presence of the senators Yalerius and Gains Chtudius, 
and I don't know how many others. Twaa known to 
the whole body of the senate — not that he was sick, 
but that he said so. Yes, yes ; he and his colleagues, 
he said, had done the work of the republic for a whole 
year, and it was now but just to grant them a little 
repose, and appoint others to succeed them. 

Til. Well, well, we can only say he changed his 
mind. 

Virginiiu. No, no, we needn't say that neither ; as 
he had laboured in the decemvirate, perhaps he thought 
he might as well repose in the decemvirate. 

Tit. I know not what he thought. He is decemvir, 
and we made him so, and cannot help ourselves. Fare 
you well, Virginius, Come, let's to the Forum, 

p'lTCB, Servids, and Cnbitib go out. 

Firgifiiug. You cannot help yourselves ! Indeed you 
cannot : 
You help'd to put your masters on your hacks : 
They like their seat, and make you show your paces. 
They ride you — sweat you — curb you — lash you— and 
You cannot tlirow them off with all your mettle ! 
But here comes one, whose share in giving you 
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To anch unsparing riders, touches me 
More nearly, for that I've an interest 
In proving liim a man of fair and most 
Erect integrity. Good day, Icillus. 

Enter Ioilius. 

Icil. Worthy Virginius ! 'tia an evil day 
For Rome, that giTes her more convincing prool^ 
The thing she took for hope is but a base 
And wretched connterfeit ! Onr new decemvirs 
Are anything but friends to justice and 
Their country. 

Viryiniui. You, Icilius, had a hand 
In their election. You applied to me 
To aid yon with my vote in the comitia : 
I told you then, and tell you now again, 
I am not pleased when a patrician bends 
His head to a plebeian's girdle. Mark me ! 
I'd rather he should stand aloof, and wear 
His shoulder high — especially the nephew 
Of Cains Claudius. 

leU, I would have pledged my life 

Virginim. 'Twas a high gage, and men have staked 
a higher 
On grounds as poor as yours — their honour, boy '. 
Icilins, I have heard it all — ^your phins — 
The nndetstanding 'twizt the hea^ of the people 
(Of whom, Icilius, yon are reckon'd one, and 
Worthily) and Appins ClauditiB — all — 
'Twas every jot d^losed to me. 

Idl. By whom ? 

Virginivt. Siccius Dentatua. 

Icil. He disclosed it to yon ? 
Siccius Dentatus is a crabbed man. 

Virginim, Siccius Dentatus is an honest man : 
There's not a worthier in Rome. How now? 
Has he deceived me ? Do yon call him liar ? 
My friend ! my comrade ! honest Siccius, 
That has fought in six-score battles ? 

Icil. Good Virginius, 
Siccins Dentatus is my fnend — the Mend 
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Of every honeat man in Borne — a brave man — 
A most brave raan. Except yourself, Virginius, 
I do not know a man I prize above 
Mentis Dentatna — yet he's a crabbed man. 

Virginiiu. Yes, yes ; he is a crabbed man. 

leU. A man 
Who loves too ranch to wear ajealons eye. 

Fir^fiiui. No, not a whit, where there is double deal- 
You are the best judge of your own concerns ; {yttg- 
Yet, if it please you to communicate 
With me upon this subject, come and see me. 
I told yon, boy, I favoured not this stealing 
And winding into place. "What he deserves. 
An honest man dares challenge 'gainst the vrorld. 
But come and see me. Appina Claudius choeen 
Decemvir, and his former colleagues, that 
Were quite as honest as himself, not chosen — 
No, not so much as named by him, who named 
Himself, and his new associates ! Well, 'tis true. 
Dog fights with dog, bnt honesty is not 
A cur, doth bait his fellow — and e'en dogs, 
By habit of companionship, abide 
In terms of faith and cordiality — 
But come and see me. 

Icil. Appins comes I 
The people still throng after him with shouts. 
Unwilling to believe their Jupiter 
Has mark'd tliem for his thunder. Will yon stay, 
And see the homage that they render him ? 

Virffiniut. Not I! Stay yon; and, as you made him, 
hail him ; 
And shont, and wave your hand, and cry. Long live 
Onr first and last decemvir, Appiua Claudius ! 
For he is first and last, and every one ! 
Rome owes yon much, Icilius — Fare yon well — 
I shall be glad to see you at my bouse. 

QViRoraica goa (Mt. 

Enter Appius Clavdivs, Siooius Dentatus, Lucius, 
Titus, Sbbvids, Marcus, and Citiz&tt, shouting. 
Tit, Long live our first decemvir I 
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Iflng live Appiua Claudius ! 

Most noble Appius ! Appius and the decemvirate for 
ever ! (Cittsm* thout). 

App. My countrfnien and fellow-citizeus, 
"We will deserve your favour. 

Tit. You have deeerved it. 
And 'will deserve it. 

Afp. For that end we named 
Ourself decemvir. 

Tit. You could not have named a better man. 

Den. For hb own purpose (Atide). 

App. Be assured, we bold 
Our power but for your good. Your gift it was : 
And gifts make surest debtore. Fare you well— 
And, for your salutations, pardon me 
If I repay yon only with an echo — 
Long live the woithy citizens of Rome ! 

[Appius andfriendt go out. 

Den. That was a very pretty echo! — a most soft 
echo. I never thought your voices were half so sweet ! 
A most melodious echo 1 I'd have you ever after make 
your music before the patricians' palaces; they give 
most exquisite responses! — especially that of Appius 
Claudius ! A most delicate echo I 

7*1/. What means Dentatus ? 

1$^. He's ever carping — nothing pleases him. 

Den. I yes — you please me — please me mightily, 
I assure you. — You are noble legislators, take most 
especial care of your own interests, bestow your votes 
most wisely too — on him who has the wit to get you 
into the humour; and, withal, have most musical 
Toices — most mosical — if one may judge by their echo. 

Tit. Why, what quarrel have you with our choice ? 
Conld we have chosen better? — I say they are ten 
honest decemvirs we have chosen. 

Den. I pray 3^u name them me. 

Tit. ThereV Appius Claudius, first decemvir. 

Den. Ay, call him the head ; you are right. Appius 
Claudius, the head. Go on I 

Tit. And Quintns Fabius Tibulanus. 

Den. The body, that eats and drinks while the head 



thinks. Call him Appiua' etomach. Fill him, and 
keep him from cold and indigestion, and he'll never give 
Appius the head-ache ! Well ! — There'a excellent com- 
fort in having a. good stomach ! — Well ? 

Tit. There's Cornelius, Marcus Servilius, Minudus, 
and Titus Antonius. 

Dm. Arms, legs, and thighs ! 

Tit. And Marcus Rabuleius. 

Den. He'll do for a hand, and, as he's a senator, 
we'll call him the right-hand. We couldn't do lees, 
you know, for a senator ! Well I 

Lite. At least, you'll aay we did vrell in electing 
Quintius Fetilius, Caius Duellius, and Spurius Oppins, 
men of our order! soundmen! known sticklers for the 
people — at least youll say we did well in that ! 

Den. And who dares say otherwise ? " Well ! " 
one might as well say " ill " as " welL" " Well"" ia 
the very skirt of commendation; next neighbour to 
that mire and gntter, "ill." "Well" indeed! yon 
acted like yourselves. Nay, e'en ycnraelTes could not 
have acted better. Why, had you not elected them, 
Appius would have gone without his left hand and each 
of his two feet 1 

S^. Out ! you are dishonest. 

Dm. Ha! 

Ser. What would content you I 

Dm. A post in a hot battle. Out, you car ! Do you 
talk to me ? 

Citizen {from heAind). 
Down with Mm,, be does nothing hut insult the people. 
[^Tie croted t^iproach Dehtatvb, threateningly. 

leil. Stand back ! Who is't that says down with Sic- 
cius Dentatus ? Down with him ! Tis what the enemy 
could never do ; and shall we do it for them ? Who 
uttered that dishonest word ? Who uttered it, I say ? 
Let him answer a fitter, though less worthy mate, 
Lucius Icilius. 

Cit. Stand back, and bear Icilius. 

leil. What ! haven't I voted for the decemvirs, and 
do I snarl at his jests? Has he notanghtto jest ?. the 
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good, honest Siccius Dentatus, that, alone, at the head of 
the vflterana, vanqnUhed the JBqxn for you. HaB he not 
a right to jest ? For shame ! get to your bouses ! The 
worthy Deotatae ! Cheer for him, if yon are Romans I 
Cheer for him before you go ! Cheer for him, I say! 
[^CiHtenf ^ tmt, $houiing. 

Den. And now, what thanks do you expect from me, 
IdliuB ? 

/c»7. None. 

Den. By Jupiter, young man, had you thus stepped 
before me in tlie heat of battle, I would have cloven you 
down — hut I'm obliged to you, Icilius— and hark you ! 
There's a piece of furniture in the house of a (riend of 
miae, that's called Virginius, I think you've set your 
heart upon ; dainty enough ; yet not amiss for a young 
man to covet. Ne'er lose your hopes ! He may be 
brought into the mind to part with it. As to these 
cure, I question which I value less, their fawnings or 
their suarlings. I thank you, boy. Do you walk this 
way ? I am glad of it. Come I 'Tis a noble- decem- 
virate you have chosen for ub 1 Come ! 

[TAey go out. 



SCENE ll.~Virgmim'> House. 
Enter Viboinius artd Sebvia. 
Virginiut. And is this all yon have observed ? 
think 
There's nothing strange in that. An L and an I 
Twined with a V. Three very innocent letters 
To have bred such mischief in thy brain, good Servia. 
Come, read this riddle to me. 

Servia. You may laugh, 
Vii^nius ; hut I'll read the riddle right. 
The L doth stand for Lucius ; and the I, 
Icilius ; which, I take it, will compose 
Lucius Icilius. 

Virginiut. So it vrill, good Servia, 
Servia. Then, for the V ; why, that is plaio Vir- 
ginia. 



..gnia.t>,G00glc 



Si TIROINIUS. 

Virjfiniui. And now, what conjuration find you 

here! 
Servia. What should I find, but love ? The maid's 

And it is with Iciliua. Look, the wreath 
la miuie of rosee, that entwines the letters. 

Virginiit*. And this la all? 

Ser. And is it not enough t 
You'll find this fignring where'er you look : 
There's not a piece of dainty work she does — 
Embroidery, or painting — not a task 
She finishes, but on the skirt, or border, 
la needlo-work, or pencil, this, her secret, 
The silly wench betrays, 

Virginitu. Go, send her to me — 
Stay ! Have you spoken to her of it ? 

Ser. I ! Not I, indeed ; I left that task to yon— 
Though once I asked her what the letters meant. 
She laugh'd, and drew a scratch across them ; but 
Had scarce done so, ere her fair visage fell, 
For grief that she had spoiled the ciphers — and 
A sigh came out, and then almost a tear ; 
And she did look as piteous on the harm 
That she had done, as she had done it to 
A thing had sense to feel it. Never after 
She let me note her at her work again. 
She had good reason ! 

Virginius. Send her to me, Servia, [Servia goet out. 
There's something here, that looks as it would bring me 
Anticipation of my wish. I think 
luilius loves my daughter — nay, I know it ; 
And such a man I'd challenge for her husband;— 
And only waited, till her forward spring 
Put on, a little more, the genial likeness 
Of colouring into summer, ere I sought 
To nurse a flower, which, blossoming too early. 
Too early often dies ; but if it springs 
Spontaneous, and, unlooked for, woos our hand 
To tend and cherish it, the growth is healthful ; 
And 'twere untimely, as unkind, to check it. 
I'll asoertun it shortly — soft, she comes. 
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Enter ViRaiNii. 

Firffinia. WeH, Father, what's your will ? 

Virginiut. I wlah'd to Bee yon, 
To ask you of your tasks — how they go on— 
And what your masters say of you— what last 
You did. I hope you never play 
The truant ? 

Virginia. The truant ! No, indeed, Virginius. 

Virginiui. I am sure you do not — kiss me ! 

Virginia. my father! 
I am so happy, when you're kind to me ! 

Virginiiit. You arc so happy when Tm kind to yon 1 
Am I not always kind ? I never spoke 
An angry word to you in all my life, 
Virginia ! You are happy when I'm kind '. 
That's strange ; and makes me think you have some 

To fear I may be otherwise than kind — 
Is't BO, my girl 1 

Virginia. Indeed, I did not know 
What I was saying to you ! 

Virginita. Why, that's worse 
And worse ! What ! when you said your father's kind- 
ness 
Made you so happy, un I to helieve 
You were not thinking of him t 

Virginia. I CGreatlg confuted. J 

Virginivt. Go fetch me 
The latest task you did. [Virginia goet out. 

It is enongh. 
Her artless speech, like crystal, shows the thing 
'T would hide, but only covers. 'Tis enough ! 
She loves, and fears her father may condemn. 

Virginia, {re-entering with a painting.) Here, Sir. 

Virginiiu. What's this 'I 

Virginia. Tis Homer's history 
Of great Achillea parting from Briseis. 

Virginitu. You have done it well. The colouring 
is good, 
The figures well design'd. Tb VMy well ! — 
Whose face is this you've given to Achilles t 
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Virginia. Whose face ? 

Virginita. I've Been thia face I Tut ! tut ! I know it 
As wdl as I do my own, yet can'l bethink me 
Whose face it is ! 

Virginia. Yon mean Achilles' face ? 

Virt/imut. Did I not say bo ! 'lis the very face 
Of — No ! no ! Not of him. There's too much youth 
And comeliness, and too much £re, to suit 
The face of Siccins Dentatus. 

Virginia. ! 
Yon surety never took it for his face ! 

Virginitu. Why, no; for now I look again, I'd 
swear 
You lost the copy ere you drew the head; 
And, to requite Achillea for the want 
Of bis own face, contrived to borrow one 
From Lucias Iciliua {Enter D«HTJt.Tve,). My Dentatna, 
I am glad to see you ! 

Dm. 'Tis not for my news, then. 

Virginiia. Your news ! What news ? 

Den. More violence and wrong from these new mas- 
ters of ours, our nohle decemvirs — these demi-goda of 
the good people of Rome ! No man's property is safe 
from them. Nay, it appears we hold our wives and 
daughters but by the tenure of their will. Their liking 
is the law. The senators themselves, scared at their 
audacious rule, withdraw themselves to theb villas, and 
leave ua to our iate. There are rumours, alao, of new 
incnrsionB by the Sabines. 

Virginiiu. Borne never saw such days. 

Den. And she'll Bee worse, unless I fail in my reck- 
oning. Is that Virginia ? I saw her not before. How 
doea the fair Virginia ? Why, she is quite a woman. 
I was just now wishing for a daughter. 

Virginiwt. A plague you mean. 

Den. I am sure you should not aay so. 

Virginia. Indeed he should not ; and he does not 
say so, 
DentatuB — not that I am not a plague. 
Bat that be does not think me one, for all 
I do to weary him. I am sure, Dentatus, 
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If to be thought to do well ia to do well, 
There's nothing I do ill ; But it is far 
From that ! for few things do I aa I ought- 
Yet BTerything ia well done with my father, 
Dentatua. 

Virffinwu, That's well done, is it not, my friend ! 

{Aiide.) 
But if yon had a daughter, what wonld you do with 
her? 

Den. I'd give her to Icilius, I should have heen just 
now torn to pieces, but for his good offices. The gentle 
citizens, that are driven about by the decemvirs' lictors, 
hke a herd of tame oxen, and, with most beast-like do- 
cility, only low applauses to them iu return, would 
have done me the kindness to knock my brains out ; but 
the noble Icilius bearded them singly, and railed them 
into temper. Had I a daughter worthy of such a hus- 
band, he should have such a wife, and a patrician's 
dower along with her. 

Virginiut. I wish to speak with you, Dentatua. 
Icilius is a young man, whom I honour, hut so far only 
as his conduct gives me warrant. He has had, aa thou 
knowest, a principal hand in helping us to our decem- 
Tirs. It maybe that he is what I would gladly think 
him ; but I must see him clearly, clearly, Dentatua. 
If he has acted with the remotest understanding, 
touching the views of these new tyrant?, that we are 
cnrsed withal, I disclaim him as my friend ! I cast him 
oflf for ever ! [Viroinics and Dektatus go out. 

Firfftnia. How is it with my heart ? I feel as one 
That haa lost everything, and just before 
Had nothing left to wish for I He will cast 
Icilins off! — I never told it yet ; 
Bat take of mo, thou gentle air, the secret — 
And ever after breathe more balmy sweet — 
I love Icilius ! Yes, although to thee 
I fear to tell it, that hast neither eye 
To scan my looks, nor voice to echo me, 
Nor e'en an o'er-apt ear to catch my words ; 
Yet, sweet invisible confidant, my secret 
Once being thine — I tell thee, and I tell thee 
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Agaia — and yet again. I loTe Icilioa ! 

He'll cast Icilius off I— qotiif IciliuB 

Approve his honour. - Tbat' he'll ever Ao ; 

He spealcg, and looks, and moTce a thing of honour, 

Or honour never yet spoke, look'd, or moved, 

Or was a thing of earth. O come, loilius ! 

Do hut appear, and thou art vindicated. 

loiLiua, entering. 
Yirginia I sweet Virginia ! snre I heard 
My name pronounced. Was it by thee, Vii^nia ? 
Thoa dost not answer t Then it was by thee — 
! wouldst thou tell me why thou namedst Icilius I 

Firpinia. My &ther is inoenaed with thee. Dentatns 
Uas told him of the new decemvirate, 
How they abnee their office. You, he knows, 
Have favoured their election, and be fears 
May have s(»ne understanding of their plans. 

Icil. He wrongs me then ! 

Virginia. I thank the gods I 

Icil. For me ! 
Virginia ? Do you thank the gods for me ? 
Your eye is moist — yet thai may be for pity. 
Your hand doth tremble — that may be for fear ; 
Your cheek is cover'd o'er with blushes ! What, 
O what can that be for? 

Virginia. Idlius, leave me I 

leil. Leave thee, Virginia 1 O, a word — a word 
Trembles upon mj tongue, which, if it match 
The thought that moves thee, now, and thou wilt 

let me 
Pronounce that word, to Sp^A that thonght for thee, 
I'll breathe, though I expire in the ecstacy 
Of uttering it. 

Virginia. Idlius, will yon leave me 7 

I(^ Love! Love! Virginia! Lore! Ifl have spoke 
Thy thought aright, ne'er be it said again, 
The heart requires more service than the tongue 
Can, at its best, perform. My tongue bath served 
Two hearts — hut lest it should o'erboast itself, 
Two hearts with but one thoughL Virginia ! 
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Tirginia, Bpeak. 

[Fif^nia cown her face mlA her hande. 
0, I have loved thee loog ; 
So much the more eoetatic my delight. 
To find thee mine at length. 

Fityinia. My eeciet's joan. 
Keep it, and honoiur it, Icilina. 

Enter Vihoinidb OTid Dektatus bAind, 

Virginitu. IciliuB here ! 

Virginia. I ask thee now to leave me ! 

leilUu. Leave thee I who leaves a treasure he has 
coveted 
So long, and found bo newly, otc he scans it 
Agun, and o'er again ; and asks and answers, 
Repeats and anawere, anawera and repeats, 
The lialf-mistniatful, half-assured qneetion — 
And is it mine indeed 7 

Virginia. Indeed ! indeed ! 
Now leave me. 

Icilim. I must see thy father first, 
And lay my Boul before him. 

Virginia. Not to-night. 
* leil. Now worse than ever, dear Virginia; 
Can I endure his doubts ; ni lay my son) 
Naked before him — win his friendahip quite. 
Or lose myself for ever! [_Ginwg,i» met byyiRajmue. 

Virginiui. Stop, Icilins ! 
Thou Beest that hand t It is a Roman's, boy; 
'Tis sworn to liberty — It is the friend 
Of honour. — Dost thou think so ? 

IcU. Do I think 
VirginiuB owns that hand ? 

Virginiu*. Then you'll believe 
It has an oath deadly to tyranny, 
And is the foe of falsehood ! By the gods, 
Knew it the lurking place of treason, though 
It were a brother's heart, 'twould drag the caiti£r 
Forth. Darest thou take that hand ? 

leil. I dare, Virginius. 

Virginia. Then take it 1 Is it weak in thy embrace? 
f2 
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BetuFDs it not ihj gripe ? Thou wilt not hold 

Faster by it than it wilt hold by thee ! 

I overheard thee say, thou wast resolved 

To win my friendship quite — Thou canst not win 

What thou hast won already! You will stay 

And sup with ua to-night ? 

Dtni. To be sure he will ! 

Virffmiue. And, hark you. Sir, 
At your convenient time, appoint a day 
Your friends and kinsmen may confer with me— 
There is a bargain I would strike with yon. 
Come, to the supper-room. Do you wait for me, 
To lead Yii^nia in, or will you do it ? 
Come 00, I say; come on. Your hand, Dentatua. 

\iThey go out. 



ACT II. 
SCENE I.— A Strtet. 



Eater PvBues and Sii^tus. 
Pub. This wayl We muster at the Flaminian gate. 
SmU. Shalt we not wait for Decius ? 
Pub. No ; were he ten times Decius. — They'll have 
already begun their march. Come on ! 

Enter Nchitobivs. 
Num. Do you belong to the fourth legion ? 
. P«ft. We do. 

Nam, They are upon their march, then ? 
Ptii. I told yon so — Come on ! come on ! 

ISoldiert ffo out. 
Enter Lucius. 
LtK. Numitorine, what soldiers were those that just 
now parted from you ? 

Num. Soldiers hastening to overtake the army, 
that's now upon its march. 
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Lve. ''Tis all confirmed, then ; the Sabines are in 
force upon onr borders. 

Num. I pray yon tell me something new 1 Know 
yon not the senate has met, and the decemTirs have 
come off trinrnphant in tipite of all opposition ? 

Ltie. %onld they hare been oppc«ed in such a strait 
as this? 

Num. Ay, should they. They dared not have 
armed a single citizen without the order of the senate ; 
which, had they not obtained, the country would have 
been left naked to the foe, and then they bad been 
forced to make room for more popular magistrates. 

Ltte, Why were they not opposed, then ? 

^ttm. Did not I tell you they were opposed ? Cains 
Claudius, Appius's own uncle, and Honorius, that noble 
senator, opposed them ; and it was like to go against 
them, but for the brawling insolence of Spurius Oppius, 
and the effrontery of the head decemvir, backed by the 
young patritnans. 

Lue. So they are empowered to take up arms ? 

Num. To be sure they are ; and they hare done so. 
One body has already marched, and by this time, no 
donbt, has cmne to blows with the enemy. The levy 
' is still proceeding. All the decemvirs, but Appius, 
take the field. He remuns in Rome to keep good 
order, that is the violator of all order. Why, where 
have you been, Lucius, to have felt no movement of so 
great and wide a stir? Your brother meets Virginias 
at his house to-day. Gome with me thither, for you I 
know are bid. Lucius, there's no huzzaing for yoxa 
decemvirs now. Come on, we have outstaid the hour. 
^They goout. 



SCENE II.— Virginiiu-i House. 
Enter Viroinius, Icitjus, Nuhitorivs, Lucivs, and othert, 
Virginiiu. Welcome, Icilius ! Welcome, flrienda ! — 
I did design to speak with you of feasting [IciUus, 
And merriment, but war is now the word ; 
One that unlovingly keeps time with mirth, 
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TJnlesB war's own — whene'er the battle's won. 
And safe carouBing, comrades drink to Tictoryl 

lal. yirginins 1 have yon changed your mind ? 

Virginiut. My mind 7 
What mind ? How now ! Are you that boy, Iriliue. 
You set your heart so earnestly npon 

A dish of poor confections, that to balk you ' 

Makes you look blank 1 I did dnigii to feast yon 
Together with yoiir linends. The times are changed— | 

The march, the tent, the fight becomes us now ! 

Idl. Virginiust I 

Virginku. Well! 

IcU, Virginins ! ' 

Virginiut. How the boy ' 

Reiteratea my name. ' 

/«i. There's not a hope I 

I have but is the client of Virginins. 

Virginia. Well, welll I only meant to put it off! I 

We'll have the revel yet ! the board shall smoke 1 [ 

The cap shall sparkle, and the jest shall soar | 

And mock ns ftom the roof ! Will that content you ? ' 

Xot till the war be done though — Yet, ere then, | 

gome tongue, that now needs only wag to make 
The table ring, may have a tale to tell 
So petrifying, that it cannot ntter it ! 
ril make all sure, that you may be my guest 
At any rate— although you should be forced 
To play the host for me and feast yourself. 
Look here {thatet a parchment to Icilius), 
How think you ? Will it meet the charge 1 
Will it not do ? We want a witness though 1 
I'll bring one ; whom if you approve, I'll sign 
The bond. Ill wait upon you instantly. QGom out. 

Luc. How feel you now, Icilius ? 

Icil. Like a man 
Whom the next moment makes, or quite unmakes. 
With the intensity of exquisite 
Suspense, my breathing thickens, and my heart 
Beats heavily, and with remittant throb. 
As like to lose its action — See ! my hope 
Is bless'd ! I live ! I Uve I 
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Enter Vmetwius, eottducting Virsinu, vitft Nuuitorivs. 

Fir^niut. You ore my witnesses, 
That this yonng creature I present to you, 
I do pronounce — tny profitably cheriah'il, 
And most deservedly beloved child ; 
My daughter, tmly filial — both in word 
And act — yet even more in act than word : 
And— for the man who see^ to win her lore— 
A vii^n, from whose lips a soul aa pure 
Exhales, as e'er responded to the blessing 
Breathed in a parent's kiss (kUtinff her). Icilius '. 

QIctLiiTS nuiM tOKordi Viroimiub and kneelt.'^ 

Tou are upon your knees, young man, look up ; 
And lift your hands to heaven — You will be all 
Her &ther has been — added unto all 
A loTer would be ! 

Icil. All that man should be 
To woman, I will be to her ! 

Virginiut. The oath 
Is register'd ! Didst thon bnt know, young man, 
How fondly I have watch'd her, since the day 
Her mother died, and left me to a charge 
Of double dnty bound — how she bath been 
My ponder'd thought by day, my dream by night. 
My prayer, my tow, my o^ing, my praise. 
My sweet companion, pupil, tutor, child ! — 
Thou wouldet not wonder, that my drowning eye, 
And choking utterance, upbraid my tongue 
That tells thee, she is thine ! — Iciliue, 
I do betroth her to thee ; let but the war 
Be done — you shall espouse her. Friends, a word I 

[ViRoiKiDS and the rett retire. 

leil. Virginia ! mj Virginia ! I am all 
Dissolved — o'erpower'd with the munificence 
Of this anspiciouB hour— And thou, nor movest— 
Nor look'st — nor speak'st — to bless me with a sign 
Of sweet according joy 1 — I love thee, but 
To make thee happy 1 If to make thee so 
Be bliss denied to me — lo, I release 
The ^fted hand — that I would foster hold, 
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Tban wretches, bound foi death, would cling to life. 
If thou wouldst take it back — then take it back. 

Virginia. I take it back — to give it tbee ogun ! 

lal. help me to a word will apeak my bliss, 
Or I am beggar'd — No ! there ie not one ! 
There cannot be ; for never man bad blisa 
Uke mine to name. 

Virginia. Thou doEt but beggar me, 
IciliuB, when thou tnakeet thyself a bankrupt; 
Placing a value on me far above 
My real little worth. — I'd help thee to 
A hundred words; each one of which would fer 
O'er-rate thy g^n, and yet no single one 
Rate over high ! 

Idl. Thou couldst not doit ! Xo ; 
Thou couldst not do it ! Every term of worth 
Writ down and doubled, then the whole summ'd up, 
Would leave with thee a rich remainder still ! — 
Pick from each rarer pattern of thy sex 
Her rarest charm, till thou hast every charm 
Of soul and body, that can blend in woman, 
I would out-]>aragon the paragon 
With thee ! 

Virginia. And if thou wouldst, I'd find thee, for 
Thy paragon, a mate — if that can bo 
A mate which .doth transcend the thing Wa ta'en 
To match — would make thy paragon look poor. 
And I would call that so o'ermatching mate 
Iciliue. 

leil. No ! I will not lot thee win 
On such a theme as this ! 

Virginia. Nor will I drop 
The controversy, that the richer makes me 
The more I lose. 

Icil. My sweet Virginia, 
We do but lose and lose, and win and win ; 
Flaying for nothing but to lose and win. 
Then let us stop tbu game — and thus I stop it. 

{KiuetAer.) 
Re-enter VutaiNivH, and the olhert. 

Vir^nitu. Witness, my fiiends, that seal ! Observe, it is 
A living one I It is Icilins' seal ; 



And stamp'd upon as true and fair a bond — 
Though it receive the impress blusbingly — 
As ever signet kisa'd ! Are ait content 7 
Speak else ! She ia thy free affianced wife. 
Then art her &ee affianced husband ! Gome, 
We have overdrawn our time — Farewell, Yirg^nia ; 
Thy future husband for a ^me must be 
Bellona's. To thy tasks again, my child ; 
Be thou the bride of study for a time. 
Farewell ! 

Virginia. My iather ! 

Virginitu. Hay the gods protect thee! 

Vir^nia. My father ! 

Virginim. Does the blood forsake thy cheek ? 
Come to my arms once more I Remember, girl, 
The first and foremost debt a Roman owes 
Is to his country ; and it must be paid, 
If need be, with his life — Wty, how you hold me ! 
Iciliua, take her from me ! Hoa ! Within ! 
Withinthere! Servia! ^fnt^rSERTiA.^ Looktoyour 

child ! 
Come, boy, 

Idl. Farewell, Virginia. 

Firginim. Take her in 1 

Virginia. The gods be with thee, my Icilins ! 
Father, 
The gods be with thee — and Icilins. 

Virginim. I swear a battle might be fought and won 
In half the time ! Now, once for all, farewell ! 
Your sword and buckler, boy ! The fbe ! The foe ! 
Does he not tread on Roman ground ! Come on 1 
Come on, charge on him 1 drive him back ! or die 1 

ITkeggoout. 



SCENE UL—Appiuti Howe. 
Enter Appius. 
It was a -briumph, the achieving which 
O'erpud the risk was run — and that was great. 
They have made trial of their strength, and leam'd 
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Its value from defe&t. The senate knows 

Its masters now ; and the decemvirate. 

To make its reign eternal, only wants 

Its own decree, which little pains will win. 

Ere this, the foe has, for hia mad inrasion, 

Been paid with chastisement. Retired within 

His proper limits, leisure wdts upon us 

To help ua to the recompense, decreed 

To onr noble daring, who have set ourselves 

In such high seats, as at our feet array 

The wealth, and power, and dignity of Bome 

In absolute subjection ! Tyranny ! 

How godlike is thy port ! Thou givest, and takest, 

And ask'st no other leave, than what thy own 

Imperial will oocorda. Jove does no more ! 

Now Claudius — 

Enter Claudius. 

Claud. We have suffer'd a defeat ! 

App. What ! The decemvirs fly ! 

Claud. The Bol<Uers fight 
With only half a heart. The other half 
Looks on, and cares not which side proves the winner. 

App. Then dedmate them. Tnutors ! Recreants I 
Why, we shall have them at our very doors ! 
Have we lost ground, my Claudius ? 

Claud. Kone, except 
What we've retraced in fame. We strove to teach 
The enemy their road lay backwards, but 
They would not turn their faces for ua. E!ach 
Betiune his former line. 

Enter Marcus. 

App. What news ! 

Mare. The (E qui 
Still press upon us. Rumours are afloat 
Of new disasters, which the common cry. 
Be sure, still multiplies and swells. Dentatus, 
That over-busy, crabbed veteran, 
Walks up and down among the people, making 
Your plans hia theme of laughter. Nought he stints 
That may reflect you in an odious light, 
And lower the decemrirate. 
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App. A dungeon 
Would do good aarrice to him ! Once within, 
Strangling were easy ! We muet stop his month — 
UnwholsBOOte food— -or liqaor — Where wh he 
When last you heard him ? 

Mare. In the Forum. 

App. Sol 
He is past serriee, is he not ? Some way 
To clear the tity of bim. Come, well hear him. 
And answer him, and silence him ! 'Tie well 
The dog barks forth his spleen ; it puts ua on 
Onr gnard against bis bite. Gome to the Forum ! 



SCENE lY.— The Forum. 

Enter Dbntatvb, mth Titus, Sebviub, and Citizens. 

Tit. What's to be done? 

Den. We'll be undone — that''s to be done. 

Ser, We'll do away with the deoemvimte. 

Den. Youll do away with the decern virate ? — The 
decemrirate will do away with you ! Youll do 
ftway with youreelTes ! Do nothing — The enemy will 
do away with both of you. In another month a 
Bootan will be a stranger in Aome. A fine pass we 
are come to, masters ! 

TU. But something must be done. 

Den. Why, what would you have ? Ton shout and 
cUp yonr hands, as if it were a victory you heard of; 
and yet you cry — Something must be done ! Truly, 
I know not what that something is, unless it be to 
make yon OenenC. How say you, masters ! 

Ser. We'd follow any man that knew how to lead us, 
and wonld rid as of our foes, and the deoemTirate 
together. 

Den. You made these decemvirs ! You are strangely 
discontented with your own work ! And you are 
over-cnnning workmen too — You put your material^ 
80 firmly together, there's no such thing as takbg them 
asonder ! What you biuld, yon bnild — except it be fbv 
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your own good. — There you ate bunglers at your craft. 
Hal ha! hal I cannot but laugh to think how you 
toiled, and atrained, and sweated, to rear the stones of 
the building one above another, when I see the sorry 
faces you make at it ! 

Tit. But tell us the news ^ain. 

Den. Is it bo good ? Does it so please you ? Then 
prick your ears again, and listen. We have been beaten 
ag^ — beaten back on our own soil. Rome has seen 
its haughty masters fly before chastisenient, like slaves 
— returning cries for blows — and all this of your de- 

lat Cit. Huzza for it again ! [TkepeopU thoiU. 

2nd Cit. Hush ! Appius comes. 

Z)an. And do you care for that ? You that were, 
just DOW, within a stride of taking him and his col- 
leagues by the throat ? You'll do away with the 
decemvirs, will you 1 And let but one of them appear, 
you dare not for your life but keep your spleen within 
your teeth ! Listen to me, now I I'll speak the more 
for Appius — [Enter Appins, Claddics, and Marcus, 
preceded by iictoi**.] — 1 say, to the eternal inRuny of 
Borne, the foe has chased her sons, like hares, on their 
own soil, where they should prey like lions — aad so 
they would, had they not keepers to tame them. 

App. What's that you are saying to the people, 
Siccius Dentatus ? 

Den. I am regaling them with the news. 

App. The news? 

Den. Ay, the news— the newest that can be had ; 
and the more novel because unlooked for. Who ever 
thought to see the e^le in the talons of the kite ? 

App. It is not well done in you, Dentatus, to chafe 
a sore. It makes it rankle. If your surgery has 
learned no better, it should keep ite bands to itself! 
You have very little to do, to busy yourself after this 
fashion. 

Den. I busy myself as I like, Appius Claudius. 

App. I know you do, when you labour to spread 
disaflection among the people, and bring the decemvirs 
into contempt. 



Den. The decemTirB bring themselves Into contempt. 

App, Ha ! dare you say so ? 

Den. Dare ! I hare dared cry " Come on ! " to a 
cobort of bearded warriors— Ib it thy smooth face should 
appal me ? Dare ! it never yet fiiirried me to use my 
arm^ — Shall I not, think yon, be at my ease, when I 
but wag my tongue ? Dare, indeed ! 

Afy>. Your grey hairs should keep company with 
honester speech ! 

D^t, Shall I show you, Appins, the company they 
are wont to keep ! Look here 1 and here {unooeerittff 
hit Jbrehead and thawing tcart). These are the 
vouchera of honest deed» — such is the speech with 
which my grey hairs keep company. I tell you, to 
yonr teeth, the decemvire bring themselves into 

App. What, are tbey not serving their country at 
the head of her armies t 

Den. They'd serve her better iu the body of her 
armies I I'd name for thee a hundred centurions 
would make better geoerals. A common soldier of a 
year's active service would take his measures better. 
Qenerals ! Our generals were wont to teach us how 
to win battles. — Tactics are changed — Your generals 
instruct us how to lose them. 

App. Do you see my lictois ? 

Dm. There arc twelve of them. 

App. What if I hid them seize thee 'i 

Dm. They'd blush to do it, 

App. Why now, Dentatus, I begin to know you ; 
I fancied you a man that loved to vent 
His causeless anger in an under breath. 
And speak it in the ear — and only then 
When there was safety ! Sooh a one, you'll own, 
Is dangerous ; and to be trusted, aa 
A friend or foe, unworthy. But I see 
You rail to faces. Have you not ao much 
Respect for Appius as to take him by 
The hand, when he confesses you have some 
Pretence to quarrel with his colleagues' plans. 
And find fault vrith himself? Which yet, you'll own. 
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Majr quite as well be kindly done, Dentatua, 
Ab harshly. Had you only to myself 
Declared your discoatentB, the more you hwl nul'd, 
The more I should have thanVd you. 

Dett. Had I thought . 

App. And have yon been campugning, then, so 
long. 
And proBperousIy-^and mistrust you, Scdas, 
That a young ecarless soldier, like myself 
Would listen to your tutoring ! See, now. 
How much you have mistaken me ! Dentatus, 
In a word— Can you sBStst the generals, 
And will you ? 

Den. I have all the will — but as 
For the ability 

App. Tut ! Tut ! Dentatua, 
You Tex me now. This coyness sits not well on yon. 
You know as w^ as I, you have as much 
Ability as will. I would not think yon 
A man that loved to find fault, but to find fault I 
Surely the evil yon oomplain of, yon 
Would lend a band to remedy I See, now, 
'Tis b\tly put to you — what say you ? 

Dm. Appiua! 
You may nee me as yon please. 

App. And that will be. 
As you deserve. Ill send you, as my legate. 
To the army ^Sioute from the people\. Do you hear 

yoiir friends, Dentatus ? 
A lucky omen, that ! Away I Away ! 
Apprise your house — prepare for setting out. 
I'll huny yonr credentials. Minutes now 
Bate high as hours ! Assist my colleagues with 
Your counsel ; if thw phins displease yon, why 
Correct them — change them — utterly reject them. 
And if you meet obatmction, notice me. 
And I will push it by. There, now I Your band I 
Again ! Away ! All the sucoess attend yon 
That Appins wishes you l 

Dm. Success is from • 

The gods, whose hand soe'er it pleases them 
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To send it by, I know not what racocss 
'Tis Appins' wish they send ; but this I know 
I am a soldier ; and, m a eoldio', I 
Am bound to serve. AU the Bucceaa I ask. 
Is that which benefits my oonntry, Appius. 

[Dentatdb ffoei out. 
Jpp. Yon'vo aerred her orerlong ! [_Aside.\ Now 
for oar cansee. 

I^Apfiub ateendi the tribunal, 
Claud, ^to Marcub.|] Do yon see the drift of 

this? 
Mare. I cannot gness it. 
Claud. Nor I. 

Aj:^. [to a Plebeian.2 Are you the suitor in this 
canse? 
Speak! 

Plebeian, Noble Appius, if there's law in Rome, 
To right a man most injured, to that Uw 
Against yon proud patrician I appeal. 

Aj)j>. No more of that, I say 1 Because he's rich 
And great, you call him proud I 'Tis not unlike 
Because you're poor and mean, you call yourself 
Injured, Relate your stoiy; and, so please you, 
Spare epithets. 

Plebeian, Grant me a minute's pause. 
I shall begin. 

I^YiKoiKiA. at thii moment erogtei the ttage with her 
Norse, and w met by Nuhitobics, loAo holds 
her in etmvertation : Appidb riveti his eyes 
upon Aw.] 
Num. You have heard the news ? 
firffinia. What news, dear uncle ? 
Num. Step 
Aaide with me, I'll tell you. 

[Takes A«- a little farther from the tribunal. 
App. Can it be 
A mortal that I look upon? 
Vir^nia. They are safe ! 
I thank the gods 1 

App. Her eyes look up to heaven 
Like something kindred to it— rather made 
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To send their glancee down, and fill the earth 
With wonhip and with gratnlation. What 
A thrill runs up and down m^ Teina, and all 
Throughout me ! 

Plebeian. Nnw, most noble Appius^ 

App. Stop ! 
Put ofF tlie cause ; I cannot hear it now. 
Attend to-morrow. An oppreasive closeness 
Allows me not to breathe. Lictors ! make clear 
The ground about the rostrum ! 

£^De$cmd», and ap^roache* Claudius mtA pre- 
eipilatum. 
Claudius I Claudius ! — 
Marcus, go you and summon my physician 
To be at home before me [Marcus ffoe» ©trf.] Clau- 
Claudius I there 1 there ! [dius ! 

Fifyinia. You send a messenger to-night ? 

App. Paint me that smite ! I never saw a smile 
Till now. My Claudius, ie she not a wonder ? 
I know not whether in the state of girlhood 
Or womanhood to call her. 'Twixt the two 
She stands as that were loath to lose her, this 
To win her most impatient. The young year 
Trembling and blushing 'twixt the striving kisses 
Of parting spring and meeting summer, seems 
Her only parallel ! 

Num. 'Tis well ! I'll send 
Your father word of this. Bat have yon not 
A mesa^e to Icilius ? 

App. Mark you, Claudius ? 
There is a blush ! I must possess her. 

Vityinia. Tell him, 
I think upon him. Farewell, Nnmitorins ! 

[Gow mtl with Sebtia. 

Nutn. Farewell, Virginia. 

Claud. Master, will you tell me 
The name of that young maiden ? 

Num. She is call'd 
Virginia, daughter of Virginins ; 
A Soman citizen, and a centurion 
In the army, 
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Clavd. Thank you ; she is very like 
The daughter of a fiiend of mine. Farewell. 

Num. Farewell 1 [^Goei out. 

Ajip. I burn, my Claudius ! brain and heart — 
there's not 
A fibre in my body hut 's on fire ! 
With what a gait she doves '. Such was not Hebe, 
Or Jupiter had sooner lost his heayen, 
Than changed his cup-beaier. A step like that 
The rapture-glowing clouds might well bear up, 
And never take for human 1 Find me, Claudius, 
Some way to compass the possession of her. 

Claud. 'Tls difficult— her father's of repute ; 
The highest uf his class. 

jipp. I guess'd it ! Friends 
Are ever friends, except when Iriends are needed. 

Claud. Nay, Apptus 1 

App. If thou canst not give me hope, 
Be dumb ! 

Claud. A female agent may be used 
With some success. 

Aj^. How! How? 

Claud. To tamper with 
That woman that attends her. 

App. Set about it. 

CUiud. Could she but be induced to help you to 
A ungle meeting with her. 

App. Ctandius! Claudius 1 
Effect but that ! 

Claud. I'll instantly about it. 

App. Spare not my gold— nor stop at promises. 
I will fulfil them fast as thou canst make them. 
To purchase such a draught of ecstacy 
I'd drdu a kingdom — Set about it, Claudius ! 
Away ! I will not eat, nor drink, nor steep. 
Until I hear firom thee ! 

Claud. Depend upon me ! 

App. I do, my Claudius, for my life — my life ! 

{_ Thet/ go out lewraUjf. 
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ACT HI. 

SCENE l.—Appiu*'» Hmm. 



AppniB — ( Entering). 
It IB not love, if what I've felt before 
And call'd by such a name be love — a thing 
That took ite turn — that I could entertiun, 
Put off or humour — ^"tis some other thing ; 
Or if the same, why in eome other state — 
Or I am not the same — or it hath found 
Some other part of seueibility 
More quick, whereon to try its power, and there 
Expends it all ! Now, Claudius, your success ? 

Enter Claudiub. 

Claud. Nothing would do, yet nothing left undone ! 
She was not to be purchased. 

App. Did she guess — 

Claud. She could not. 
So guarded was my agent ; who described you 
A man of power, of noble fiunily. 
And regal fortune — one that ask'd not what 
Hia pleaauree cost — no further made disclosure. 

App. And did it nothing move her, Claudius ? 

Claud. Nothing, 
The more my agent urged, the more the shrunk 
And wither'd hag grew callous ; further presa'd 
And with more utgent importuning, ire 
And scorn in imprecations and inveotivea 
Vented upon the monster (as she callM him 
That would pollute her child, compell'd jitj advocate 
To drop the suit she saw was hopeless. 

App. Now 
Had I a friend indeed [ 

Claud. Has Appins need 
To search for such a friend, and Claudius by him ? 

App. Friends ever are provisionally friends — 
Friends for so far — Friends just to such a point, 
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And then "fonwell!" friends with an understand- 
ing— 
As " shonld the rood be pretty safe " — " the sea 
Not over-rongh," and bo on — friends of if* 
And bait — oo friends I conld I find the man 
"Wonld be a simple thorongh-going friend I 

Claud. I thought you had one, Appiua. 

App. So tbon^t Appius, 
Till Appine thought upon a test of friendship, 
He fears he would not gire unto himself. 
Could he be Appios' friend. 

Claud. Then Appius has 
A truer friend than Appius is to Appius. 
I'll give that test 1 

App. What I you'd remove her father 
And that Icilins whom you told me of? 

Claud. Count it as done. 

App. My Claudius, is it tme t 
Can I believe it ? Art thou such a fiiend. 
That, when I look'd for thee to stop and leave me, 
I find thee, keeping with me, step by step ; 
And even in thy loving ei^mees 
Outstriding me ? I do not want thee, Claudius, 
To soil thy hand with their plebeian blood. 

Claud. What wouldst thou, then ? 

App. I was left guardian to thee — 

Claud. Thou wast 

App, Among the various property 
Thy father left were many femtde e^ves. 

Claud. Well? 

App. It were easy for thee (were it not ?) 
To invent a tale that one of them confess'd 
She had sold a female infant (and, of course. 
Thy slave) unto Virginius' vrife, who pass'd it upon 
Virginius as his daughter, which 
Supposititious offiipring is this same 
Virgbia. 

Claud. I conceive you. 

App. To induce 
The woman to confirm your tale wonld ask 
But smaU persuasion. Is it done ? 
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Clawd. ThUhour. 
I know the school, tny AppiiiB, where Virginis 
Puranee her studies ; thither I'll repair, 
And seize her as my sluve at once. Do thou 
Rep^ to thy tribunal, whither, should 
Her friends molest me in the attempt, I'll hring her, 
And plead my cause before thee. 

■/tpp- Claudius ! Claudius 1 
How shall I pay thee ? 0, thou noble friend ! 
Power, fortune, life, whate'er belongs to Applus, 
Reckon as thine ! Away, away, my Claudius ! 

^TA«y ffo out lecerally. 



SCENE 11.—^ Sfr«a in Rome. 

Enter Luoivs, meeting Titus, Sebvius, and Cneids. 

Lue. Well, masters, any news of Siccius Dentatna 
from the camp, how he was received by the decem- 
virs? 

Tit. He was received well by the decemvirs. 

Cne, It wasn't then for the love they bear him. 

Til. But they expect he'll help them to return the 
cufia they have gotten from the enemy. 

Ser. Do you wish for a victory ? 

Lu/;. Yes, if Dentatus wins it. "Tis to our credit, 
masters— He's one of us. 

Ser, And ia not Spurius Oppins one of ns ? 

Luc. He is ; but he's in league with the patricians — 
that ia, the patrician decemvirs. He ia but half a 
plebeian, and that ia the worst half. The better half 
he threw away when he became half a patrician. I 
never liked your half-and-half gentry ; they generally 
combine the bad of both kinds, without the good of 
either. 

Ser. Well, we shall have news pre^ntly. Your 
brother, Icilius, haa just arrived with despatches from 
the camp. I met him passing through the Forum, and 
asked him what news he brought. He answered, 
none ; but added, we might look for news of another 
kind than what we had been lately accustomed to 
hear. \^A thrift mtAout. 
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Cne. What's that 1 

Tit. Look ponder, raastera ! See ! 

Ser. 'Tia Appiua'a clieot drt^ging a young woman 
along with him. 

Ttt. Let na stand by each other, masteis, and pre- 
Tent him. 



Semia. Help ! help ! help 1 

Lue. Let go your hold 1 

Clcmd. Standby! 
She is my slave ! 

Servia. His slave? Help! help! Hisdave? — 
He looks more like a slave than she I Good masters ! 
Protect the daughter of Vii^^inius ! 

Luc. Release the maid. 

Tit. Forbear this violence. 

Claud. I call for the as^stance of the laws ; 
She ix my slave. 

Semia. She is my daughter, masters. 
My foster- daughter ; and her mother was 
A free-bom woman — and her hther is 
A citizen, a Roman — good Virginius, 
As I said before — Yirginius, the centurion, 
Whom all of you must know. — Help ! help ! I say. 
You see she cannot speak to help herself; 
Speak for her, masters — help her, if you're men ! 

Tit. Let go your hold. 

Claud. Obstruct me at your peril. 

1/uc. We'll make you, if you will not. 

Claud. Let me pass. 

Ser. Let go your hold, once more. 

Claud. Good masters ! patience- 
Hear me, I say — She is my slave — I wish not 
To use this violence, my friends ; but may not 
A. master seize upon his slave ? — Make way. 
Or such of you as are dissatisfied. 
Repair with me to the decemvir. — Come, 
I only want my right ! 

Tit. Come on then I 
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Ser. Ay, 
To the decemvir ! 

Sereia. Run, run for Numitorina — alum our neigh- 
hoan ! — Call out Iciliaa' fiiends ! — I shall go mad ! 
Help! help! help! IThtygoout. 



SCENE III.— rA» Forum. 

Enter Appivs, preceded by Lictor*, 

App. Will he succeed i— Will he attempt it?— 

WiUhe 

Go through with it ? — \_Loolnn0 ovf] — No sign — I 

almost 'Wish 
He had not undertaken it ; yet wish. 
More than I wish for life, he may accomplish 
What ho has undertaken. O ! the paose 
That precedes action ! It is vacancy 
That o'erweighs action's substance. What I fear 
Ib, that his courage can't withstand her tears. 
That will be sure to try and snccoor her, 
Foiuting, as 'twere, to every charm, and pleading 
With melting eloquence. I hear a sound 
As of approaching clamour — and the ruah 
Of distant feet — He comes ! I must prepare 
For his reception. 

^Apfics ateendi the fribanal. — CLAcmrs enfen 
itill holding Virginia, foUoteed iy Seevia, 
Women, and Citizens. 
Claud. Do not press upon me; 
Here's tlie decemvir< — he will satisfy you. 
Whether a master has a right or not 
To seize his slave when he finds her. 

Semia. She is no slave 
Of thine ! She never was a slave ! Thou slave ! 
To call her by that name — Ayl threaten me ! 
She is a fiwe-bom maid, and not a slave. 
Or never was a free-bom maid in Rome ! 
O ! you shall deaiily answer for it ! 

App. Peace ! 
What quarrel's this ? Speak, those who are aggrieved. 
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Enler NiwiTORitri. 

Num. Where is Virginia — Wherefore do you hold 
That mudea'B hand 7 

Claud. Who asks the qaestion ? 

JVum. I ! Her uncle Numitorius ! 

Claud. NumitoriiiB, you think yotinelf her uncle — 
Numitorius, 
No blood of yonra flowa in her veins, to give you 
The title you wonld claim. Moat noble Appius! 
If yott sit here for justice, aa I think 
You do, attend not to the clamour of 
This man, who calls himself this damsel's uncle. 
She is my property — was bom beneath 
My father's roof, whose slave her mother was, 
Who (as I can establish past dispute) 
Sold bet an infant to Virgiutas' wife. 
Who never had a child, and heavily 
Revolved her barrenness. My slave I have found 
And seised — as vrho that finds his own (no matter 
How long so e-vBt miss'd) should fear to take it ? 
If they oppose my cltum, they may produce 
Their counter-proofs and bring the cause to trial ! ' 
But till they prove mine own is not mine own — 
(An undertaking somewhat perilous) 
Hine own I shall retun— yet giving them, 
Should they demand it, what security 
They please for re-producing her. 

App. Why that 
Would be but reasonable. 

Num. Reasonable ! 
Claudios ! [|wifA much vehemmee — reeolUctt hinuel/.^ 

He's but a mask upon the face 
Of some more powerful contriver ^Atide.'} Appiue, 
My niece's father is from Rome, thou knov/st. 
Serving his country. Is it not unjust, 
In the absence of a citizen, to suffer 
His right to his own child to be disputed ? 
Grant as a day to fetch Virginius, 
That he himself may answer this most fonl 
And novel suit — Meanwhile to me belongs 
The custody of the maid — her nncle's house 
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Can better ousirer for her honour than 
The house of Claudius. 'Tis the law of Rome 
Before a final sentence, the defendant 
In hia poBsesfflon is not to suBttuu 
Disturbance from the plaintiff. 

Tit. Ajnst Uw. 

Ser. And a most reasonable demand. 

All the Cite. Ay! Ay I Ay! 

App. Silence, you citizens ; will you restrain 
Your tongues, and give your magistrate permisdon 
To apeak ? The law is just — most reasonable — 
I framed that law myself — I will protect 
That law ! 

Tit. Most noble Appius I 

Ser, A most just decree ! 

Allths Citi. Ay! Ay! 

App. Will you be silent ? Will you please to wait 
For my decree, you most untractable 
And boisterous citizens ! I do repeat it, 
I framed that law myself, and will protect it. 
Bnt are you, Numitoriue, here defendant? 
That title none bat the reputed father 
Of the young woman has a right to — How 
Can I commit to thee what may appear 
The plaintiff's property : and if not his 
Still is not thine ? I'll give thee till to-morrow 
Ere I pass a final judgment — But the girl 
R^naioa with Claudius, who shall bind himself 
In such security as you requiie. 
To re-produce her at the claim of him 
Who calls her daughter — This is my decree. 

Num. A fonl decree. — Shame ! Shame ! 

Ser. Ay, a most foul decree. 

Cue. A villanoua decree. 

Ser. Most villanous. 

Sen>ia, Good citizens, what do you with our wea- 

When you should use your own ? Your hands 1 your 

hands! 
He shall not take her from ua. 
Gather round her. 
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And if he toach her, be it to hie coat ; 

And if ye see bim touch her, never more 

Expect from na your titles — never more 

Be husband?, brotheis, laven, at our mouths. 

Or imytliing tbat doth imply the name 

Of moD — except sucli men aa men should bluih for. 

Afp. Command your wivea and daughtera, citizen*,- 
They quit the Forum, 

Servia. They shall not command us. 
That care not to protect ua. 

App. Take the girl, 
If she ie youra. 

Claud. SUndby. 

Firyittia. O help me ! help me ! 

Icil. [mteritiff]- Virginia's voice ! — Virginia ! 

[_Rwthei to her. 

Virginia, 0, Iciliua I ^Fallt fainting in his armt. 

Icil. Take her, good Nnmatorins. 

App. You had better 
Withdraw, loilius ; the affair is judged. 

Claud. I claim my alave. 

Icil. Stand back, thou double slave ! 
Touch her, and I will tear thee limb from limb, 
Before thy maeter'a face. — She ia my wife, 
My life, my heart, my heart's blood. — ^Touch her 
With but a look 

App. My lictors, there, advance ! 
See that Icilius quits the Forum. — Claudius, 
Secure your alave. 

leii. Lictors, a moment panae 
For your own aakes. Do not mistake these arms; 
Think not the strength of any common man 
Is that they feel. They serve a charmed frame. 
The which a power pervades, that ten times trebles 
The natural energy of each single nerve 
To sweep yon down as reeds. 

App. Obey tny orders I 

leit, Appius I before I quit the Forum, let me 
Address a word to you. 

A]^, Be brie^ then ! 

Icil, Is'tnot enough you have deprived us, ApjMoa, 

VOL. I. o 
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Of the two strongest bulwarks to our libertiefi, 
Onr tribunes snd our privilege of appeal 
To the assembly of the people? Cannot 
The honour of the Roman maids be safe } 
Thou know'st this virgin is betroth'd to me, 
"Wife of my hope — Thou shalt not cross my hope 
Aud I rebun my hfc — attempt it not 1 
I stand ameog my fellow-citizens — 
Hia fnUow-BoldiEre hem Virginius round, 
Both men and gods are on our side ; but grant 
I stood alone, with nought but Tirtuous love 
To hearten me — alone would I defeat 
The execution of thy infamous 
Decree ! I'll quit the Forum now, but not 
Alone — my love ! my wife ! my free-bom maid — 
The virgin standard of my pride and manhood, 
Of peerless motto ! rich, and fresh, and shining. 
And of device most rare and glorious, 
I'll bear off safe with me — unstain'd — untouch'd ! 
App. Tour dnty, llctors— Clandius, look to yonr 

right. 
Icil. True citizens ! 
Til. Down with the traitor ! 
Ser. Down with him — slay him ! 

[_TAe Lietort and Claudius are driven back; 
Claudius take» refine at Appiva's feet, vho 
hoi deteended and thrmci up hU artm aa a tignal 
to both partiei to detut — vj/iereupon the people 
retire a little. 
App. So, irienda ! we tbank you that yon don't 
deprive us 
Of everything ; but leave your magistrates. 
At least their persons sacred — their decrees, 
It seems, yon value as you value straws. 
And in like manner break them. Wherefore stop 
When you have gone so far ? You might, methinks, 
As weU have kill'd my client at my feet, 
As threaten'd him with death before my face ! 
Rise, Claudius ! I perceive Icilius' aim :— 
He labours to restore the tribunesbip 
B7 means of a sedition. We'll not give him 
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Tlie least pretence of quarrel. We sbaU wiut 
Yirginlus's arrival till to-morrow. 
His iiienda take core to notice him — The camp'a 
Bat four hoars' joamoy from the city. 'Till 
To-morrow, then, let me prevail with you 
To peld ap something of yonr right, and let 
The girl remain at Uberty. 

Claud. If they 
Produce security for her appearance, 
I am content. 

Tit. I'll be your security. 

Ser. And I. 

Cit. We'll all he your security. 

[_They hold up their hand*. 

Icit. My friends, 

And fellow-citizens, I thank you ; but 
Reserve your kindness for to-naorrow, Mends, 
If Claudius still persist — To-day I hope 
He will remain content with my security, 
And that of Numitorios, for the maid's 
Appearauce. 

^fp. See she do appear ! — and come 
Prepared to pay the laws more reverence, 
As I shall surely see that they receive it. 

^Appins, Claudius, and LUtort go out. 

lal. Look up ! look up ! my aweet Virginia, 
Look up ! look up ! you will see none but friends. 

that such eyes should e'er meet other prospect ! 
Virginia. Iciliua • Uncle ! lead me home ! Icilius, 

You did not think to take a slave to wife ? 

Icil. I thought, and think to wed a free-bom maid ; 
And thou, and thou alone, art she, Virginia ! 

Virginia. I feel as I were so — I do not think 

1 am his slave ! Virginius not my father ! 
Virginioa, my dear father, not my father 1 
It cannot be ; my life must come from him; 
For, make him not my father, it will go 
From me. — I conld not live an he were not 
My father. 

Itnl. Dear Virginia, calm thy thoughts — 
But who shall warn Virginins ? 
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Num. I've ta'en care 
Of that i no sooner heard I of this claim, 
Than I despatch'd thj brother Lucius, 
Together with my son, to bring Virginias, 
With all the speed they could ; and cautioned them 
(As he ia aoDiethiag over-quick of temper. 
And might snatch justice, rather than sue for it) 
To evade communication of the cause. 
And merely say his presence was required, 
'Till we should have him with us. Come, Yiiginia ; 
Thy uncle's house shall guard thee, till thou find'st 
Within thy father's arms a citadel. 
Whence Claudius cannot take thee. 

Icil. He shall take 
A thousand lives first. 

Tit. Ay, ten thousand lives. 

Icil. Hear you, Virginia ! Do you hear yoor 
friends? 

Firyinia. Let him take my life first, I am content 
To be his slave then — if I am his slave. 

IciL Thou art a free-bom Roman maid, Virginia ; 
All Some doth know thee so, Virginia — 
All Bome will see thee so. 

C»(. We will! We will! 

leil. Yon'U meet us here to-morrow ? 

Cit. AH! aU! 

Icil. Cease not to clamour 'gainst this outracsw 
TeUit 
In every comer of the city ; and 
Let no man call himself a son of Rome, 
Wiio stands aloof when tyranny assails 
Her fiurest daughter. Come, Virginia, 
'Tis not a private, but a commou wrong ; 
'Tis every father's, lover's, freeman's cause; 
To-morrow ! fellow-citizens, to-morrow ! 

Cit. To-morrow! 

Z^iey go out imerally. 
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SCENE IV.— r^ Camp. 
Enter S. Oppiub and Q. F. ViBoLAirva. 

0pp. Has he set ont 1 

Vibtd, He has, my Oppius, 
And never to return \ His guard'e instrocted 
To take good care of him. There's not a msn 
But's ten times sold to us, and of our wishes 
Fully poBsess'd. Dentatua will no more 
Obsb^ct us in our plana. He did not like 
The site of our encampment. He will find 
At least the sir of it was wholesome. 

Opp. What 
Report are tliey instructed to bring back ? 

Vibul. They fell into an ambush — He was slain. 

Opp. But should the truth, by any means, come out V 

Vibal. Imprison them, and secretly despatch them, 
Or ope the dungeon doors, and let them 'scape. 

Opp. I should prefer the latter method. 

VibtU. Well, 
That be our choice. But when it is determined 
To spill blood otherwise thaa as it may 
Be splird, to hesitate about some drops 
Is weakness, may be fatal. — Come, my fnend, 
Let us be seen about the camp, and ready, 
With most admiring ear, to catch the tidings, 
Will be the wonder of all ears, but ours. 
Here's one anticipates us ! 

Enter Mabcus. 
Well, your news ? 

Marc. Dentatua is no more ! but he has dearly sold 
his life. The matter has been reported sa you directed. 
By few it is received with credence — by many with 
doubt ; while some bold spirits stop not at muttering, 
but loudly speak suspicion of foul play. A party that 
we met, a mile beyond the linea, no sooner heard our 
story, than tbey set off to bring the body to the camp. 
Others have followed them. Fabius, we have your 
gage for safety. 
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Vi^l. Yon Iiave. — Come, let iu ahow om-BelTes. — 
Guilt liides. 
And we mnat wear the port of innocence, 
That more than half way meets accusal. — Come. 



SCENE Y.—A Mouufaimm Pan. 

The body of Dentatui dUcovered on a bier — Soldiers movrn' 

ing over it. 

TrumpeU — Enter Viroinius and Soldieis. 

Firffimm. Where is Dentatus ? Where is the gallant 
soldier t 
Ah, Comrade ! comrade! warm! yet warm ! So lately 
Gone, when I would have given the world, only 
To Bay farewell to thee, or even get 
A parting look ! O gallant, gallant soldier. 
The god of war might sure have spared a head 
Grown grey in serving him ! My brave old comrade ! 
The father of the field ! Thy silver locks 
Other anointing should receive, than what 
Their master's blood could furnish ! 

1*( Soldier. There has been treachery here 1 

Virginita. Wliat ! 

\tt Soldier. The slain are all our own. None of the 
bodies are stripp'd — These are all Romans. There is 
not the slightest trace of an enemy's retreat — And now 
I remember they made a sadden halt, when we came 
in sight of them at the foot of the mountiun — Mark'd 
you not, too, with what confused haste they told their 
story, directed ua, and hurried on to the camp? 

Virffiniue. Bovengo ! The decemvirs! Ay, the de- 
cemvirs ! 
For every drop of blood thou shalt have ten, 
Dentatus ! 

Luc. ^ynthouf]. What, hoa ! Virginias ! Vii^inius ! 

Virffiniu». Here ! here ! 

Imc. l_entering]. 'Tls well you're found, Virginias ! 

Virginiu*. What makes you from the city t Look ! 
My Lndus, what a aight you've come to witness ! 
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My brave old comrade ! Honest Sicdua ! 

Siccius Dentatua, that true son of Rome, 

On -whose white locks the mother look'd more proudly 

Than on the raven ones of her youngest and 

Host hopeful sons, is nothing now but this. 

The sign and token of himself ! Look, comrades. 

Here are the foes have slain him I Not a trace 

Of any other — not a body stripp'd — 

Our father has been murder'd — We'll revenge him 

Like sons! Take np the body! Bear it to 

The camp ; and as you tnove yonr solemn march. 

Be dttmb— or, if you speak, he it but a word. 

And be that word — Revenge ! 

QrA« Soldiers hear off the body — Virginiob folloKi- 
ing, ii flopped by Lucius.] 

Luc. Virginius ! 

Virginim. I did not mind thee, Lncins ! 
Uncommon things make common things forgot. 
Hast thon a message for me, Lucius ? Well, 
I'll stay and hear it — but be brief ; my heart 
Follows my poor Dentatus. 

Lue. Yon arc wanted 
In Rome. 

yirginivM. On what account ? 

Lwe. On your arrival 
You'll learn. 

Virginiue. How \ is it something caa't be told 
At once ? Speak out, boy ! Ha ! your looks are loaded 
With matter— Is't so heavy that your tongue 
Cannot nnburthen them ? Your brother left 
The camp on duty yesterday — hath aught 
Happen'd to him ? Did he airive in safety? 
Is he safe ? Is he well ? 

Lite. He is both safe and well. 

Virginim. What then ? What then ? Tell iiie the 
. matter, Lucins. 

Lve. I have said 
It shall be told you. 

Virginiiu. Shall ! I stay not for 
That '* shall," unless it be so close at hand 
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It atop me not a moment. — ^"Tia too long 
A coming. Fare you well, mj Lnciue. 

Luc. Stay, 
VirginiuB ; hear me then iffitb patirace. | 

yirffinius. Well, 
1 am patient. 

Luc. Yoiir Virginia 

Firyiniui. Stop, my Lucius I 
I'm cold in every member of my frame ! 
If 'tia prophetic, Lucius, of thy news. 
Give me such token as her tomh would, Lnciua — 
I'll bear it better — Silence. 

Luc. You are still 

Virginiut. I thank thee, Jupiter ! I amstiUafather! 
Luc. You are, Tirginius, yet. 
Virginiut. What, is she sick ? 
Imc. No. 

Virgmnu. Neither dead nor sick ! All well ! No 
harmt 
Nothing amiss ! Each guarded quarter safe. 
That fear may lay liim down and sleep, and yet 
This sonoding the alarm ! I swear thou iell'st 
A story strangely. Out witb't \ I liaye patience 
For anytjiing, since my Virginia lives, > 

And lives in health 1 

Luc. You are required in Borne, 
To answer a most novel suit. 
Virginiut. Whose suit? 
Luc. The suit of Claudius. 
Vit^niui. Claudius! 
Luc. Him that's client 
To Appius Claudius, the decemvir. 

Virginia. What! 
That pander ! Ha ! Virginia ! you appear 
To couple them. What makes my fair Virgitria 
In company with Claudius ! Innocence 

Beside lasciviousness ! His suit ! What suit 7 

Answer me quickly! — Quickly ! lest suspense, 
Beyond what patience can endure, coercing. 
Drive reason from his seat ! 
^c. He has claimM Virginia. 
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firffinitu. Claim'd her I Claim'd her ! 
Oa what pretence ? 

Lue. He says she is the child 
Of a slave of his, who Suld her to thy wife. 

VirfftKitu. Go on, yon see I'm cidm. 

Lue. He seized her in 
The school, and dragg'd her to the Formn, where 
Appiu9 was giving judgment. 

Virginiu*. Dragg'd her to 
The Forum ! Weli ! I told yon, Lnoius, 
I would be patient. 

Lue. Nuniitorius there 
Confronted him. 

yirginiiti. Did he not stHke him dead ? 
True, true, I know it waa in presence of 
The decemvir. ! had I confronted him ! 
Well ! well ! the issue? WeU ! o'erleap all else, 
And light upon the issue. Where is abe ? 

Z.UC. I was despatch'd to fetch thee, ere I could learn. 

Virginitu. The claim of Claudius, Appius' client — 
I see the master eloud — this ragged one, QHa ! 

That lowers hefore, moves only in siibaervience 
To the ascendant of the other — Jove 
With its own mischief break it and disperse it. 
And that he all the ruin ! Patience '. Prudence ! 
Nay, prudence, but no patience. Come ! a slave 
Dragg'd through the streets in open day! tny child ! 
My daughter ! my fair daughter, in the eyes 
Of Rome! O! HI be patient. Come! The essence 
Of my best blood in the free common ear 
Oondemn'd as vile 1 O ' - I'll be patient. Come 1 
! they shall wonder — I will be so patient. 

QViRGTMUS rtahet out,folloiced by Ldgids. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE l.—Numitoriuis Hotae. 

Vutaimx discovered^ mipporled bg Sbbvia. 

Vir<finia. Is he not yet arrived ? Will he not come 1 

Servia. He surely will. 

Vir^nia. He surely will ! More sQiely 
He hod arrived already, had he known 
How he is wanted — ^They have miss'd him, Serria ! 
Don't tell me, but I know they have, or surely 
We had not now beea looking for him. Where's 
My uncle ? 

Servia. Finding yon had fallen aslee|> 
After auch watching, he went forth to hear 
If there were any tidings of Viiginiua. 
He's here. 

£nfer NoKiTORius; Fityinia hi^ ai him inquitUivdy for 

Virtfinia. Not come ! not come 1 I am sure of it ! 
He will not come 1 Do you not think he'll coma ? 
Will not my father come ? What think yon, uncle ? 
Speak to me, speak — give me any words, 
lUtber than what looks ntter ! 

Num. Be composed ! 
I hope he''II come ! 

Virginia. A little while ago 
You were sure of it — ^from certainty to hope 
Is a poor step. You hope he'll come — One hope. 
One little hope to face a thousand fears 1 
Do you not know hell come ? O ancle, wherefore 
Do yon not know hell come f Had I been yon, 
I had made sure of it. 

Num. All haa been done 
That could be done. 

Virginia. Poor all that does so little ! 
One would imagine little needs be done 
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To bring a father to the succour uf 
His child ! 'Tie near the time ! 

Nttm. It is indeed ! 

firyinia. Must I go forth with yon 1 K[u8t I again 
Bo dragg'd along by Clandiua as his slaTO, 
And none again to sacconr me ? Icilins ! 
Idlius ! Does your true betrothed wife 
Call on you, and you hear not ? My Icilina ! 
Am I to be your wife, or Claudius' slave ? 
Where — where are you, Iciliua J 

IciLivE fentmngj. 
My Virginia ! 
What's to he done, my friend ? 'tis almost time. 

[_To NUMITORIUS. 

Fii^inia. I hear what you are saying — it is time — 
O, who could have believed it, that Icilius 
Should ever say 'twas time to yield me to 
Another's claim — And will you give me up ? 
Can you devise no means to keep me from him ? 
Could we not fly 1 
[Icilius Icoh eameitly at NuMrroRins, who JUcet hit 

eyeg tteadfatlh/ on the ground: Icilius droopg hit head. 
I see ! — your pledge 

Must he redeem'd, although it coat you your 
Virginia. 

Firginiui {'without'). Is she here ? 

Virginia. Ah ! 

^Shriek» and ru»he» into her father''* armt, 
teho eiUert at the tnofo^it. 

Firginittt. My child ! My child ! 

Virginia. I am ! I feel I am ! I know I am ! 
My father ! my dear father. I despair'd 
Of seeing you ! You're come ! and come in time. 
And, ! how much the more in time, when hope 
Had given yoa up, ! welcome, welcome foot, 
Whose wished step is heard when least expected 1 

yityiniiu. Brother ! Icilius ! thank you ! thank you 
Has been communicated to me. Ay ! [ — AH 

And would they take thee from me? Let ihcni 
try it! 
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You've ta'en your meaanres well — I scarce could 

Along, BO was I clieck'd by loving hands 

Ready to serve me. Hands with hearts in them 1 

So thou art Claudius' slave ? And if thou art, 

I'm Burely not thy father ! Blister'd villain 1 

You have warn'd our neiglibouts, have you not, to 

attend 
As witnesses! To be sure you have. A fool 
To ask the question. Dragg'd along the streets too ! 
'Twas very kind in him to go himself 
And fetch thee — ^uch an honour should not pass 
Without acknowledgment. I shall return it 
In full I In full ! 

Num. Pray you be prudent, brother. 

yir^nia. Dear father, be advised — Will you not, 
father ? 

Virginim. I never saw you look ao like your mother 
la all my life ! 

Virginia. You'll be advised, dear father ? 

Firginius. It was her soul — her soul, that play'd just 

About the features of her child, and lit them 
Into the likeness of her own. When first 
She placed thee in my arms — I recollect it 
As a thing of yesterday ! — slie wish'd, she said, 
'Diat it had been a man. I answer'd her. 
It was the mother of a race of men. 
And paid her for thee with a kiss. Her lips 
Are cold now — could they hut be warm'd again, 
How they would clamour for thee ! 

Firginia. My dear father ! 
You do not answer me ! Will you not bo advised ? 

Virginiui. I will nut take him by the throat and 
strangle him ! 
But I could do it ! I conld do it ! Fear not : 
I will not strike while any head I love 
Is in the way. It is not now a time 
To tell thee — ^but, wouldst thou believe it ! — ^lionest 
Siccius Dentatos has be«n murder'd by them. 

leil. Murder'd I 
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Num. Bentatns murder'd ! 

yiryinia. 1 bow much 
Have we to fear. 

FiTyiniut. We have the less to fear. 
I Bpread the news at every step — A fire 
la kindled, that will blaze at but a breath 
Into the fiercest flame ! 

Num. 'Tia time. Let's haste 
To the Forum. 

yir^niut. Let the Forum WMt for us ! 
Put on no show of fear, when viliany 
Would wrestle with you ! It can keep its feet 
Only with cowards ! I shall walk along 
Slowly and calmly, with my daughter thus 
In my hand : though with another kind of gripe 
Than that which Claudiiis gave her. Well, I say, 
I'll walk along thus, in the eyes of Rome. 
Go you before, and what appeal soe'er 
You please, make you to rouse up friends. For me, 
I shall he mute — my eloquence is here — 
Her tears — her youth — her innocence — her beauty ! 
If orators like these can't move the heart, 
Tongoes surely may be dumh. 

Iciliut, A thousand hearts 
Have spoke already in her cause! 

Firffinia*. Come on ! 
Fear not ! it is your father's grasp you feel. 
O he'll he strong as never man was, that 
Will take thee from it. Come, Virginia; 
We trust our cause to Rome and to the gods ! 

[^TAejf ffo out. 



SCENE IL—TAe Forum. 
Enter Appius and Lictwt. 
App. See you keep hack the people ! Use your 
fasces 
With firmer hands, or hearts. Your hands are firm 
Enough, would but your hearts perform their office, 
And leave your hands at liberty, not hang 
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Upon them with unBeemly fears and clamoniB ! 
Look to it ! Time ! hadA thou the theme that I have 
For speed, thou wouldst not move this cripple's gtut : 
But there's no urging thee, and thoa wast ever 
Dull fellow-traveller to young Impatienee, 
Dragging him back upon the road he pants 
To run, but cannot hnd without thee. 

[_Enter Mabcus. 
Well? 

Marc. News has arriyed, that speaks as if Dentatus 
Was murder'd by the order of yonr colleagues ! 
There's not a face I meet but lowers with it : 
The streets are fiU'd with throDgiag groups, that, as 
You pass, grow silent, and look sullen round on you. 
Then fall again to couTerse. 

Ajy>. 'Tis ill timed. 

Marc, What say you, Appius ! 

App. Murder's ill timed, I say. 
Happen when 'twill ; but now is moat ill timed, 
When Rome is in a ferment, on account 
Of Claudius, and this girl he calls his slave ; 
For come when evil will, or how it will. 
All's laid to our account ! Look out and see 
If Claudius be approaching yet. QMarcus ffoet oui. 
My wish. 

Like an officious friend, comes out of time 
To tell me of success. I had rather far 
It had miscarried — they run high enough ; 
They wanted not this squall on squall to rtuse them 
Above their present swell — the waves run high 
Enough, through which we steer — but such a haven. 
If won, can never be too dearly won ! 

Mare. [mteriTtff^. Claudius is here ! 

Enter Ci,iVDiaB. 

App. Well, Claudius, are the forces 
At hand ? 

Claud. They are, and timely too ; the people 
Are in unwonted ferment. 

Afp. I have heard 
Word has arrived of old Dentatue' death ; 
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WLich, as I hear, and wonder not to hear it, 
The mntinoiia citizens lay to our account. 

Claud. That's bad enough ; yet— 

App. Ha I what'a worae? 

Claud. 'Tis beat 
At once to epeak what yon must learn at last, 
Yet last of all would learn. 

App. Virginins ! 

Claud. Yea! 
He has arrived in Rome. 

3fare. Tliey are coming, Appius. 

Claud. Fly, Marcus, hurry down the forces'. [Marcus 
^oes oul.'y AppiuB, 
Be not o'erwhelm'd ! 

App. There's aoraething awes me at 
The thought of looking on her father I 

Claud. Look 
Upon her, my Appius ! Fix your gaze upon 
The treasures of her beauty, nor avNt it 
Till they are thine. Haste ! Your tribunal 1 Hasto ! 
\_XvtiVBaicend* hv tribunal. 

Enter NnurroRina, IciLiva, Lnmus, Citiaent, Vntomius 
leading hU Daughter, Servia, and Citixens. — A dead 
■ tilenee pretMiU. 

Virgimut. Does no one speak ? I am defendant here. 
Is silence my opponent ? Fit opponent 
To plead a cause too foul for speech ! What brow 
Shameless gives front to this most valiant cause. 
That tries its prowess 'gainst the honour of 
A girl, yet lacks the wit to know, that they 
Who cast off shame should likewise cast off fear — 
And on the verge o the combat wants the nerve 
To stammer forth the signal ? 

App. You had better, 
VirginiuB, wear another kind of carriage : 
This is not of the fashion that will serve you. 

Firjiniut. The fashion, Appius ! Appius Claudius, 
tell me 
The fashion it becomes a man to speak in. 
Whose property in his own child — the ofispring 
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Of h!s own body, near to him as is 
His hand, his arm — yea, nearer — closer far. 
Knit to hia heart — I aay, who has his property 
In such a thing, the very self of himself, 
Disputed — and I'll apeakso, Appius Clandina; 
I'll apeak so— Pray yon tutor me ! 

App. Stand forth, 
Claudius ! If you lay claim to any interest 
In the question now hefore us, speak ; if not. 
Bring on some other cause. 
Claud. Most noble Appius — 
Virginitu. And are you the man 
That claims my daughter for his slave ? — Look at me. 
And I will give her to thee. 
Claud. She is mine, then : 
Do I not look at you ? 

firyiniut. Your eye does, truly. 
But not your soul. — I see it through your eye 
Shifting and shrinking — turning every way 
To shun me. You surprise nje, that your eye. 
So long the bully of ita master, knows not 
To put a proper face upon a He, 
But gives the port of impudence to falsehood. 
When it would pass it off for truth. Your soul 
Dares as soon show its face to me. — Go on, 
I had forgot ; the fashion of my speech 
May not pleaae Appius Claudius. 

Claud. I demand 
Protection of t!ie decemvir ! 
App. You ahall have it. 
Virginiut. Doubtleaa! 

App. Keep back the people, lictors ! What's 
Your plea ? You say the girl's your slave — Produce 
Your proofs. 

Claud. My proof is here, which, if they cui, 
Let them confront. The mother of the girl — 

[ViRoiNius, »t^>ping forteard to ipeak, 
U loitA&eld by Numitorids. 
Num. Hold, brother ! Hear them out, or suffer me 
To speak. 

Firginius. Man, I must speak, or else go mad ! 
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And if I do go mad, what then will hold me 

From speaking 1 Wer't not better, brother, think you, 

To apeak and not go mad, than to go mad 

And then to speak ? She waa thy mater, too ! 

Well, well, speak thon. — I'll try, and, if I can. 

Be silent. {Retire*.) 

Num. Will she sweai- she ia her child 1 
Vir^niw {ttarting forward). Tu be sure she will 1 
— a most wise question that ! 
Ib she not hia slave ! Will his tongue lie for him — 
Ot his hand steal — or the finger of his hand 
Beckon, or point, or shut, or open for him ? 
To a^ him if she'll swear — ^Will she walk or run. 
Sing, dance, or wag her head ; do any thing 
That is most easy done ? She'll as soon swear : 
What mockery it is to have one's life 
In jeopardy by such a barefaced trick ! 
Is it to be endured ? I do protest 
Against her oath ! 

App. No law in Rome, Virginius, 
Seconds you. If she swear the girl's her child, 
The evidence is good, unless confronted 
By better evidence. Look you to that, 
Virginius. I shall take the woman's oath. 
Virginia. Icilius! 

leil. Fear not, love ; a thousand oaths 
Will answer her. 

App. You swear the girl's your child. 
And that you sold her to Virginius' wife, 
Who pasa'd her for her own. Is that your oath ? 
Slave. It is my oath. 
App. Your answer now, Virginius. 
Virginivs. Here it is ! 

[_Bringg Vieoinia forviard. 
Is this the daughter of a slave ? I know 
"Tis not with men, as shrubs and trees, that by 
The shoot you know the rank and order of 
The stem. Yet who from such a stem would look 
For sach a shoot ? My witnesses are these — 
The relatives and friends of Numitoria, 
Who saw her, ere Virginia's birth, sustain 
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The burden which t> mother bears, tior feek 

The weight, with longing for the sight of it. 

Here are the ears that listen' d to her agha 

In nature's hour of labonr, which snbsidea 

In the embrace of J07 — the hands, that when 

The day first look'd upon the infant's face, 

And never look'd so pleased, help'd them up to it, 

And bless'd her for a blessing — Here, the eyes 

That saw her lying at the generous 

And sj'mpathetic fount, that at her cry 

Sent forth a stream of liquid living pearl 

To cherish her enamell'd veins. The lie 

la most unfruitful then, that takes the flowa^— 

The very flower our bed connubial grew — 

To prfrve its barrenness ! Speak for me, friends ; 

Have I not spoke the truth ? 

JVomen and Cilizme. You have, Virginius. 

App. Silence ! keep silence there ! No more of that ! 
You're very ready for a turaujt, citizens. 

\7'Toop» appear behind. 
lictors, make way to let these troops advtuiee. 
WeVe had a taste of your forbearance, maateia, 
And wisli not for another. 

Virffiniiu. Troops in the Fornm ! 

App. Virginius, have yon spoken ? 

Virginiut. If you have heard me, 
I have : if not, 1^11 speak agun, 

App. You need not, 
Tirginius ; I hare evidence to ^ve, 
Which, should you speak a hundred times again, 
Would make your pleading vain. 

Virginiut. Your hand, Virginia ! 
Stand close to me. \_Aiide. 

App. My conscience will not let me 
Be silent. 'Tis notorious to you all, 
That Claudius' father, at his death, declared me 
The guardian of his son. This cheat has long 
Been known to me. I know the girl is not 
Tirginius' daughter, 

Virginixu. Join your friends, Idlius, 
And leave Yirginia to my care. X_Andt. 

L),..e.., Cookie 
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App. Thejnatice 
I ebould have done my client unrequired, 
Now cited b^ him, how shall I refnae ? 

yirgittiu*. Don't tremble, girl! don't tremble. [Atidt. 

App. VirgiuiuB, 
I feel for you ; but, though you were my fitther. 
The majesty of justice eliould be sacred — 
Claudius must take Virginia home with him. 

yxTTginiw. And if be must, I should advise him, Ap- 
To take her home in time, before bia guardian {.'pm^ 
Complete the violation, which bia eyes 
Already have begun — Friends ! Fellow-citizens ! 
Look not on Claudius ; look on your decemvir '. 
He is the master claims Virginia ! 
The tongues that told bim she was not my child 
Are these — the costly charms ho cannot purchase, 
Except by making ber the slave of Claudius, 
His client, his purveyor, that caters for 
His pleasures — markets for him — picks, and scents, 
And tastes, tbat he may banquet— serves him up 
His sensual feast, and is not now ashamed, 
In the open, common street, before your eyes — 
Frighting your daughters' and your matrons' cheeks 
With blushes they ne'er thought to meet — to help him 
To the honour of a Roman mud ! my child ! 
Who now clings to me, as you see, as if 
This second Tarquin had already coil'd 
His arms around ber. Look upon Iter, Bomans ! 
Be&iend her ! sncconr her ! see her not polluted 
Before her father's eyes ! — He is bnt one ! 
Tear her from Appius and bis lictors, while 
She is unstain'd. Your hands ! your hands 1 yonr bands I 

Cit. They're yours, Virginius. 

App. Keep the people hack ! 
Support my lictors, soldiers ! Seize the girl. 
And drive the people back. 

Idl, Down with the slaves ! 

^The people make a thotc of retUfanee, 6«(, upon 
the advancing of the goldiert, retreat, a/nd leave 
IciLitrs, ViRoiNics, and hU daughter, S^c, in 
the hand) of Afpi va and hit party. "J 
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Deserted! — Cowards! Traitors! Let me free 

Bnt for a moment ! I relied on you ; 

Had I relied upon myself alone, 

I had kept them still at bay ! I kneel to you — 

Let me but loose a moment, if 'tie only 

To rush upon your swords ? 

Virginiui. Icilius, peace ! 
You see how 'tis, we are deserted, left 
Alone by our friends, surrounded by our enemies. 
Nerveless and helpless*. 

App, Separate them, lictors ! 

Virgining. Let them forliear awhile, I pray you, 
Appius: 
It is not very easy. Though her arms 
Are tender, yet the hold is strong, by which 
She grasps me, appius. Forcing them will hurt them. 
They'll soon unclasp themselves. Wait but a little : 
You know you're sure of her ! 

App. I have not time 
To idle with thee ; give her to my lictors. 

Virginiu*. Appius, I pray you, wait ! If she is not 
My child, she hath been like a child to me 
For fifteen years. If I am not her father, 
I have been like a father to her, Appius, 
For even such a time. They that have lived 
So long a time together, in so near 
And dear society, may be allow'd 
A little time for parting. Let me take 
The maid aside, I pray you, and confer 
A moment with her nurse ; perhaps shell pve me ' 
Some token, will unloose a tie, so twined 
And knotted round my heart, that if you break it. 
My heart breaks with it. 

App. Have your wish. Be brief ! 
Lictors I look to them. 

Virginia. Do you go from me ! 
Do you leave ! Father ! Father ! 

* Appiut. Away with him ! 

Icilius, Viiginia ! Tyrant ! My Virginia ! 

Appiut. Away with him, &c. [Iciliub m torne gf. 



Virffintui. No, my child ; 
No, my Tirginia— corae along with me. 

Virginia. Will you not leave me ! Will you take 
me witli you ? 
Will yon take me home again? 0, blees yon, bless 

yon! 
My iaXher ! my dear father ! Art thou not 
My fiithet ? 

f ViBOiNios, perfectly at a loit tehat to do, looh 
anxiouxl^ around the Forum ; at length hit eye 
fallt on a tnUeher't ttall viitk a knife upon it. 
Firffiniv*. This way, my child — No, no ! I am not 
going 
To leave thee, my Virginia ! I'll not leave thee. 

App. Keep back the people, soldiers! Let them 

Approach Viiginine ! Keep the people back ! 

QViBGiNins uctire* the knife. 
Well, have you done ? 

Firffiniu». Short time for converse, Appins ; 
But I have. 

App. I hope you are satisfied. 
Virffiniut. I am — 
I am — that sbe is my daughter ! 
Aj^. Take her, lictors ! 

^ViHoiNiA gkriekt, and faUt half dead upon her 
father* shoulder. 
Firginiut. Another moment, pray you. Bear with 

A little — 'Tis my last embrace. 'Twont try 
Your patience beyond bearing, if you're a man ! 
Lengthen it as I may, I cannot make U 
Limg ! My dear child ! My dear Virginia ! 

^Kittinff her. 
There is one only way to save thiue honour — 
'Tia this !— 

\^Stalii her and draws out the knife. Ioilids hreakt 
from the Soldiers that held him, andcatche* her. 
Lo ! Appius I with this innocent blood, 
I do devote thee to th' infernal gods t 
Make way there ! 
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App. Stop him 1 Seize him ! 

FiV^iniiM. If they dare 
To tempt the desperate weapon, that is maddea'd 
With drinking my daughter's blood, why let them : 

thus 
J* rushes in amongst them. Way there! Way! 

[Goet out through tie Soldiert. 
Enter HoNonius and Valerius. 

Hon. What tumult's this ? 

The fair Virginia 

Kill'd by her fathei's hand, to save her from 
The lust of Appiua Claudius ? Host foul cause. 
That makes so dark a deed look fair ! 

App. Remove 
The body, lictors. 

/ctZ. At the peril of 
Their lives ! Death is abroad, at work, and most 
In earnest when with such a feat as this 
He opens his exploits ! 

App, Obey me, slaves ! 

Htm. Defend the body, freemen. There's a spark 
Remaining atill, which, though not strong enough 
To light it up with its own beauteous life. 
May yet rekindle liberty, and save 
Expiring Kome ! 

Cit, It shall not be removed ! 

App. Seize it, I say ! 

Vol. Back, slaves ! Give place to freemen ! 

X_A tumult enmet ; the people deprii>e the Lietor* of 
their /asce*, and drive th^,with the Soldi«rt, viA 
Appius Claudius, 4^e., offOm sU^e, then return 
ehoutinff. 

leil. Ay, shout, and shout : a far more glorious cause 
Call'd for your voices, and you had not then 
The breath to whisper. How that ear had thanked you. 
Had you as tender been of the jewel of 
Its precious sense as of the empty casket ! 

Hon. A litter, citizens, to lift the body, 
And bear it through the streets ; the spectacle 
Will fill all eyes with tears, all hearts with fire i 
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lal. No hand btit mine aliall touch It : I will he 
Its living bier. 

Hon. IciltoB, listen to me 1 
Thon ait not now thyself, and knoweot not 
There ia a swoeter strain tban that of grief — 
Revenge, that drowns it. Suffer ua to bear 
Thy bride along the streets ; a second, bnt 
TJnetain'd Lucretia, buying with her blood 
The life of Rome and freedom ! 

ItAl. Rome and freedom ! 
There is your ransom ! such a costly one — 
O, you are dear, to be so dearly won ! 

\_Theg go out. 



ACT V. 
SCENE I.— ^ Street. 



Enter Appius and Marcus. 
App. I do abjare all farther league with them : 
They hare most haeely yielded up their power. 
And compromised their glory. Had they died 
Id their high seats, they had lived demi-gods; 
But now they live to die like basest men ! 
Power gone, life follows I Well ! 'tia well we know 
The worst ! The worst ? — ^Tiie worst is yet to come ; 
And, if I err not, hither speeds a messenger 
Whose heel it treads upon. 



Vihul. Honorins and Talerius are elected 
To the consulate, — Vlrginiua is made tribune. 

Ajq>. No doubt they'd fill their offices, when ours 
Were laid so poorly down. You have acted wisely I 
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Fibul. Who could resist Yirginius, raviDg at 
The bead of the tevolted troops, with all 
The commons up in arme? Waste not deiu- time ! 
Look to your safety, Appius, 'Tis resolved 
To cite yon instantly before the consulB. 

App. Look to my safety, say yon ? You woaldbid 
A man, that'a tumbling from a precipice 
A hundred fathoms high, and midway down, 
Look to his safety ! What hoe he to snatch at t 
Air ! — E'en so much have L 

Fibul. Withdraw awhile 
From Rome. We shall recall you with applause 
And honours. 

App. Yes ! You saw me on the brinks 
Beheld it giving way beneath my feet — 
And saw me tottering o'er the hideous leap. 
Whose sight sent round tlie brain with madd'ning whiri. 
With hut a twig to stay me, which you cut. 
Because it was your friend that bung by it — 
Most kindly. 

Fibul. Nay, employ the present time 
In looking to your safety — that secured, 
Keproacb us as you will. 

App. I am in yoni hands, 
Lead me which way you please. 

leiL (mthout). Hold! Stand! 

IciLius enteri, tcith Monorius and VikbERins as Contult, 

NuMiTORius aitd Lictors. 
Did I not tell you 'twas the tyrant ? Look, 
Was I not riglit ? I felt that he was present 
Ere mine eye told it me. — You are our prisoner. 

Ajyi. On what pretence, Iciliua 1 

Icil. Aak of poor 
Virginius, tottering between despair 
And madness, as he seeks the home, where once 
He found a daughter ! 

App. I demand due time 
To make up my defence. 

Idl. Demand due time ! 
Appius ! — Assign the cause, why you denied 



A Roman maid, of free condition, 

Her liberty provisionally, while 

Her plea remiun'd unjudged. No answer, Appiua ? 

Lictors, lay hold npon him — to prisoo with him ! 

Look to him well. To prieon with the tyrant ! 

QAppirs and Lietore go out on one tide; Iciltds 
aiid NxnaiTORics on th« other. 
Vihul. Let all his fiiends, that their awn safety prize. 
Solicit str^ght for his enlargement ; doff 
Their marks of station, and to the vulgar eye 
Disguise it with the garb of mourning ; 'twill 
Conciliate the crowd. We know them well : 
But bomour them, they are water soon as fire ! 

[ Th«g go <nrf toeerailff. 



SCENE l\.—Virginiut't Houie. 
Enter Lucius and Sbhvia. 
Lue. Is he not yet come homo ? 
Servia. Not since her death. 
I dread his coming home, good Lucius. 

Z.«e. A step ! 'Tis Numitorius and Tirginina. 
Servia. Gods ! how he looks I — See, Lucius, how 

he looks ! 
EnUr ViRQiNiuB, attended by Nuuixonius and others. 
Virginiiu. 'Tis ease ! 'Tis ease ! I am content ! 'Tis 

'T^ anything that ia most soft and quiet. 

And after such a dream ! — I want my daughter ; 

Send me my daughter! 

Nwn. Yea, his reason's gone. 
Scarce had he come in sight of his once sweet 
And happy home, ere with a cry he fell 
As one struck dead. — When to himself he oame, 
We found him as you see. How ia it, brother ? 

Firginiia. How should it be but well? Our cause 
is good. 
Think you £ome will stand by, and see a man 
Robb'd of his child ? We are bad enough, but yet 

TOt. I. H 
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They should not bo mistake ub. We are slaves. 
Bat not jei monBtera. — Call my dangbter to me. 
What keeps her thus ? I never slept within 
The threshold yet, without her meeting me 
With a kiss. She's very long a-coming. Call her ! 
^M«i. IcUiuB cornea 1 See, my Icilins, see ! 

Enter Icrwua. 

Viryiniu*. Come, come, make ready. Brother, yon 
tmd he 
Go on hefore ; I'll bring hw lUter you. 

JciL Hs! 

Num. My Iciliua, what a nght is tiiere I 
Tirginius' reason !a a wreck, so stripp'd 
And broken np by wave and wind, you scarce 
Would know it was the gallant bark you saw 
Biding bo late in safety! 

Icil. \jaki7ip YteMtSTV^s hantT]- Father ! Father ! 
That art no more a father 1 

Virffiniut, Ha 1 what wet 
Ib this upon my band ? A tear, boy! Fie, 
For shame ! Is that the weapon you would guard 
Your bride with 1 First essay what steel can do ! 

Num. Not a tear has bless'd his eye since her deatb ! 
No wonder. 
The fever of his brain, that now bums out. 
Has drunk the source of sorrow's torrents dry. 

Icil. Yon would not have it otherwise f 'Twas fit 
The bolt, that struck the sole remaining branch. 
And blasted it, should Bot the trunk on fire J 

Num. If we could make him weep — 

Icil. I have that will make him, 
If aught will do it. 'Tie her nm. Twas that 
Which first drew tears from me. Ill fetch it. Bnt 
I cannot think you wise, to wake a man 
Who's at the mercy of a tempest ! Better 
You sufler him to sleep it through. QlciLine yo«t out. 

Fityiniu*. Gather your Mends togethor: tell them of 
Dentatus' murder. Screw the chord of rage 
To the topmost pitch. Mine own is not mine own ! 
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Tbat'a strange enough. Why does he not dispute 
My right to my own flesh, and tell my heart 
Its blood is not its own ? He might aa well. Z^auff/u. 
Bat I want my child. 

Enter Lcoiua. 

Luc. Jnetice will be defeated. 

yiryinitu. Who says that ? 
He lies in the face of the gods ! She is immutable, '/ 
Immaculate, and immortal ! And though all 
The guilty globe should blaze, she will spring up 
Through the fire, and soar above the crackling pile, 
With not a downy feather ruffled by 
Its fierceness ! 

Nufn. He is not himself ! What new 
Oppresnon comes to tell ua to om: teeth, 
We only mock'd ourselves to think the days 
Of tliraldom past ? 

Ltic. The friends of Appiua 
Beset the people with solicitations. 
The fickle crowd, that change with every change, 
Begin to doubt and soften. Every moment 
That's lost, a friend is lost. Appear among 
Your friends, or lose them ! 

Nvm. Lucius, you 
Remain, and watch VirginiuB. 

[ Goet out, followed by all but LticiDS and Sertia. 

Fiiyiniia. You remember, 
Don't yon, nurse ? 

Ssr. What, Vlrginius ? 

Firginiui. That she nursed 
"Fhe child herself. Inquire amoBg your gossips. 
Which of them saw it ; and, with such of them 
Aa can avouch the fact, without delay 
Repair to the Porum. Will she come or not ? 
m call myself! — She will not dare ! — O when 
Did my Virginia dare— Virginia ! 
Is it a voice, or nothing answers me ? 
I hear a sound so fine — there's nothing lives 
'Twizt it and silence. Such a slender one 
I've heard when I have talk'd with her in fancy ! 
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A pliantom sound ! Aha ! She is not here ! 

They told me she was here — they have deceiTCd me ; 

And Appius was not made to give her up. 

But keeps her, and effects his wicked purpose, 

While I stand talking here, and ask you if 

My daughter ie my daughter ! Though a legion 

Sentried that brothel, which he calls his palace, 

I'd tear her from him ! 

7,w. Hold, Virginiua ! Stay! 
Appius is now in prison. 

Virginiut. With my daughter ! 
He has secured her thare ! Ha 1 has he so ? 
Gay office for a dungeon ! Hold me not. 
Or I will dash you down, and spoil you for 
My keeper. My Virginia, struggle with him ! 
Appal him with thy shrieks ; ne'er faint, ne'er faint ! 
I un coming to thee I I am coming to thee ! 

[^ViRQiNirs rwkei out, /olltHoed by Lrcics, 
Sertia, and otker*. 



SCENE 111.— A Dungeon. 
Apptvs diteovered. 
App. From the palace to the dungeon is a road 
Trod oft — not oft retrod. "What hope have I 
To pace it back again ? I know of none. 
I am as one that's dead ! The dungeon, that 
Encloses fallen greatness, may as well 
Be call'd its tomb. I am as much the carcass 
Of myself, as if the string were taken from 
My neck. Their hands long for the office. Oh, 
Tis worth the half of a plebeian's life 
To get his greasy fingers on tlie throat 
Of a patrician ! But 111 balk them. Come ! 
Appius shall have an executioner 
No lees illustrious than himself. 

\_He ii OR the point of ivsallateing poimm, 
w^ YiBULANCB enter*. 
Who's there ? 
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Vibtd. Your fiiend ! 

App. My Yibalanos ! 

Fibul. Appius, what 
"Was that yon bid in such confusion as 
I enter'd? 

App. '^iB a draught for life, which swallow'd, 
She relishes so richly, that she cares not 
If she ne'er drink ^ain ! Here's health to you ! 

Vibul. Not out of such a cup as that, my Appius. 
Despair, that bids you drink it, as the cure 
Of canker'd life, but lies to you, and turns 
Your eyes from hope, that even now stands ready 
With outstretch'd arms torush to your embrace. 
Yonr friends are busy for you with your foes — 
Your foes become your friends. Where'er a frown 
Appears against you, nothing's spared to make 
The wearer doff it, and put up a smile 
In its stead. Your colleague Oppius is in prison. 
Yonr client too. Their harm's your safety : it 
Distracts the appetite o' the dogs. They drop 
The morsel tbey took up before, as soon 
Ab a new one's thrown to them. 

App- Thou giveBt me life 
Indeed! 

FibuL That I may give thee life indeed, 
m waste no longer time with thee ; for that 
Already taken to assure thee of 
Thy fast-reriving fortunes, cheats them of 
The aid should help to re-establish them. 
Farewell, my Appius ! If my absence takes 
A friend from thee, it leaves one with thee — Hope ! 

[GftM out. 

App. And I will clasp it to me I Never friend 
Made sweeter promises. But snatch me from 
Beneath the feet of the vile herd, that's now 
Broke loose and roams at large, I'll show them who 
They'd trample on, Hope ! Hope ! They say of thee. 
Thou art a fnend that promises, but cares not 
To keep his word. This once keep thine with Appitis, 
And he will give thee out eo true a tongue. 
Thy word is bond enough '. — At liberty ! 
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Agun at liberty ! give me power 
Ai well, for eveiy minute of m^ thraldom 
ril pick a victim from tbe common herd 
Shall groan his life in bondage. Liberty | 
Tie triumph, power, dominion, everything ! 
Are ye not open yet, ye servile gates ? 
Iiet foil your chuns, and push your bolts aside ! 
It ia your put and future lord commands you ! 

VirginMU \rathing m\. Give me my daughter I 

Afp. Hal 

Virginiiu. My child ! my daughter ! 
My daughter ! my Virginia ! Give her me ! 

App. Thy daughter I 

Vifymitu. Ay ! Deny that she ia mine, 
And I will strangle thee, unless the lie 
Should ohoke thee first. 

App. Thy daughter 1 
Virffinim. Flay not with me ! 
Provoke me not I Equivocate, and lo I 
Thou aport'st with fire. I am wild, distracted, mad ! 
I am all a flame — a flame I I tell thee once 
For all, I want my child, and I will have her ; 
So give her to me. 

App. Caged with a madman ! Hoa 1 
Without there! 

Virpiniut. Not a step thou stirr'at from benee. 
Till I have found my child. Attempt that noise 
Again, and 1 will stop the vent, that not 
A squeak shall pass it. There are pings for yon 
Will keep it air-tight \jhouiing hit Jtnfign}- Please 

you, give me back 
My daughter. 

App. In truth she is not here, YiTginias ; 
Or I would give her to thee. 

Firyiniut. Would ! Ay, should ! 
Though would were would not. Do yon say, indeed. 
She is not here ? Yon nothing know of her ? 

App, Nothing, Virginius ! good Yirginius, nothing. 

Virffinim. How if I thrust my hand into your breast. 
And tore your heart out, and confronted it 
With your tongue ! I'd like it. Shall wo try it T Fool! 
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Are not the ru£aiiB leagned ! The one would swear 
To the tale o' the other. 

App. By the gods, Vu^^ns, 
Your daughter is not in my keeping. 

VirginwM. Well, 
Then I must seek her elsewhere. I did dream 
That I had morderM kN< — 'Tia ialse I 'twaa bnt 
A dream — She isn't here, yon say— Well ! well ! 
Then I must go and seek her elsewhere — Yet 
Shea not at home — and where else should I seek her 
But there or here ? Here ! here ! here ! Yee, I say, 
Bat thra« or here — I tell you I must find her — 
She must be here, or what do you here ? What, 
But such a wonder of rich beauty could 
Deck out a dungeon so as to despoil 
A palace of its tenant ? Art thou not 
The tyrant Appins i — Didst thou not decree 
My daughter to be Claudius' slaTe, who gave her 
To his master ! Have you not secured her here 
To compass her dishonour, ere her father 
Arrives to claim her ? 

App. No. 

firffiniut. Do you tell me so ? 
Yile tyrsnt ! Think you, shall I not believe 
My own eyes before your tongue ? Why, there she is ! 
There, at your back — her looks dishevcll'd and 
Her vestment torn I Her cheeks all faded with 
Her pouring tears, as flowers with too much rain ! 
Her form no longer kept and treasured up 
By her maiden-pride, like a rich casket, cast 
Afflde, neglected and forgot, becanse 
The richer gem was shrined iu it is lost ! 
Villain ! is this a sight to show a father ? 
And have I not a weapon to requite thee? 

[_Searchei aboui hit clothes. 
Ha I here are ten 1 

App, Keep down your hands 1 Help ! help ! 

Firffitiiut. No other look but that 1 Look on ! look 
It turns my very flesh to steel — Brave girl ! [|on ! 

Keep thine eye fix'd— let it not wink — look on ! 

^Thty go out, itruggling. 



Enter NvuiTOBiiia, Ioilivs, Lconrs, Ottard, and Soldier, 
bearijtg Plrginia't ttm. 

Num. Not here ! 

Luc. Is this the dungeon 1 — Appins ia not here. 
Nor yet Virginios. You have aure mistaken. 

Guard. This is the dungeon — HereVirginine etiter'd. 

Num. Yet is not here 1 — Hush ! The abode of death 
Is just as silent. Gods ! should the tyrant take 
The father's life, in satisfaction for 
The deed that robb'd him of the daughter's charms — 
Hush I hark ! A groan ! There's something stirs ! 

Luc. 'Tia this way ! 

Num. Come on ! Protect him, gods, or pardon me 
If vith my own hand I rereoge his death. 

QT^ ffo <nU. 



SCENE W. —Another Dungeon. 
VjBoiNTUs dUcowred m one knee, mSt Afpius lying dead 

before him. Enter Nuutobivs, Idilius, Lucivb, Cttt- 

zenty and otherg. 

Num. What's here ? Virginius ! with the tyrant 
prostrate and dead ! 

Luc. His senses are benumb'd ; thrae is no adit to 
bia mind, by which our words can reach it. Help to 
Kuse him : the motion may recal perception. 

Num. Hia eye ia not so deathlike fiz'd : it moves a 
little. 

Ltm. Speak to him, Numitorius ; he knows yont 
Toice the best. 

Num. Virginiua 1 

Lue, I think he hears you ; speak agun. 

Num. Virginiua ! 

Virginiut. Ah 1 

Lue. That ugh has hurst the spell which held him. 

Num. Yirginias ! my dear brother ! 

Virginiut. Lighter ! lighter ! My heart is ten times 
lighter ! What a load it has heaved off ! Wliere ia 
be ? I thoi^ht I had done it. 
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Nvm. VirginiuB ! 

Virginiut. WeH, who are yon ? 'Wliat do you want ? 
m anawer what IVe done. 

Num. Do yoQ not know me, brother ? Speak, Icilius, 
tiy if he knows yoa. 
leU. Virginina ! 
Nttm. Try again. 
le^. Virginina ! 

Virginiui. That voice — ^that Toice — I know that 
Toice! 
It mindB me of a voice wae coupled with it, 
A-TiA made such music, once to hear it waa 
Bnongh to make it ever after be 
Remember'd ! QIcilius place* the urn in hU handy 
What's this ? 
IciL Virginia ! 

[VotaiNiDB looh altemateli/ai Iciliob and the Urn 
— look* at Ntimitobius aud Lucius — leenu par- 
ticularly ttruck by hit mourning — look* at the 
Urn offoin — fntrtts into a pattion o/teare, and 
exelaitm, " Virginia ! " — Ftdlt on Icilius'b 
neck. ' Curtain drop*. 
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EPILOGUE, 

BY BAREY COBNWALL, ESQ. 
Spoken by Mitt Brunlon. 



Leatino the common path, which manjr tread. 

We wUl not wake with jokes our poet dead ; 

Not Bhame tbe young creations of Mb pen. 

By bidding all, wboVe perish'd, be again. 

The pale Virginia, in her bloody ehrond. 

Lice like a Bhcined saint. — Oh ! then, aloud 

Shall we break scurril jests, and bid depart 

Those thoi^hts of her, which fill and teach the heart ? 

No moral now we offer, squared in form, 

But Pity, like the sun-light, bright and warm, 

Comes mix'd with showen ; and, &dtng, leaves behind 

A beauty and a blossom on the mind. 

We do not strain to show that " thus it grows." 

And " hence we learn " what everybody knows : 

Bnt casting idle dogmas (words) aside. 

We paint a villaiu in his pnrple pride ; 

And tearing down a power, that grew too bold, 

Show — merely what was done in days of old. 

Leaving this image on the sonl, we go 

Unto our gentler story touch'd with woe 

(With woe that wantons not, nor weais sway 

The heart), and love too perfect for decay. 

But whatsoe'er we do, we will not shame 

Yonr better feeling, with an idle game 

Of grin and mimicry (a loathsome task); 

Or strip the great Muse of her mighty mask. 

And hoot her from her throne of tears and ughs. 

Until from folly and base jest she dies. 

No ; let her life be long, her leign supreme — 

If but a dream, it is a glorious dream. 

Dwell then upon our tale ; and bear along 
With you, deep thoughts — of love— of bitter wrong — 
Of freedom — of sad pity — and lust of pow'r. 
The tale is fitted for an after hour. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

{it OUSINILLT FBRPOkMBD IT SBCKT LINB, IN I83i.) 



GnUr . 

Slmlh . 
Rodolph 
Lutotd . 






"JM.. 



AUSTR1AN8. 

[ GoTtmor of 
i Waldestetten 
hit Ideulenuit . . Mk. TBOiiraoir. 

Hk. OlTTO. 

UtuCouw*. 

Culelltliu . . ^ M>. Hai>n,L. 

Hb. FmroM. 

ServititMtheS«D«- > „ 

«W . . . J" 

r Step-dMjgbler M th« 



UieC 



\ Hk. Kniqi 



ber Cduud . . . 
Archer >, ^e, ^e. j-d. 



f Mm PoTCt. 



^(6eri . . 


. hi.Soa . . . . 


Mtlchlal . 


. Emi'.FBlher . . 


Furtt . . 

Verner . . 


■JPatiiMi in l«gu< 
•\ uithTeU . . 


Waldman . 


. a Burgher of Altorf 


Midm.:l . 


. hiaSon . . . . 


Jagheti . . 


. Michwl'i Friend . 


Theodore . 




rrf 




aeofa 




Emaa . . 


. Tell'. Wife . . 



Ub. Maokudv. 
Hisa C. FiiHiK. 
Mk. Yddmo. 
Hb. Wonui. 

Mb. ABHITBOirG. 

Mr. Mebcuu 

Mr. HasHii. 

Mb. WitMCB. 

Mb. Pihut. 
; Mb. Yuhold. 
. Mb. O. Smni. 

' HlITKB EdHOHM. 

-<Mb. FiTimLLUii. 



Barghen, JIf Dunlaim 



SCENE, ALTOBF i: 
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SCENE l.-~The Outride of tke Cattle of Altorf.- 
Alpine Scenery in the Background. 



Enter Waldhait and Michael. 

Wal. Don't tell me, Michael ! thou dost lead a life 
Ab l>ootless as a jester's— worae than Lis, 
For he has high retaining. Every one 
Calls thee his fool — the gallant and tLe boy, 
The gentle-bom and base ! Thy graceless Dame 
Is evra* tagg'd to feasts, and shows, and games. 
And saucy brawls, which men as young as thou 
Discourse of with grave looks. What comes of this ? 
Will't make thee rich ? Will't give thee place in life ? 
Will't buy thee honour, friendship, or esteem ? 
Will't get thee reverence 'gainst grey hairs ? 

Mic. Good father ! — 

Wal. The current of thy life doth counter run 
To that of other men's. Thy spirits, which 
Were reason in thee, when thou wast a child. 
As tameless still, now thou'rt become a man, 
Are folly ! Thriftless life, that may be call'd 
More rational when in the nnrse's lap 
Than when in manhood's chair ! Surrey those towers. 
And act the revel o'er of yesternight ; 
Tliink of the tyrants whom they lodge, and then 
Link hands witji fools and braggarts o'er their wine : 
Fancy the sounds their dungeons hear, and tell 
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Of such and such a jeet of thine, that made 
Thy wanton comrades roar. 

Mic. Dear father ! 

JVal. Pshaw! 
Thou canst not trj to speak with gravity, 
But one peroeivea thou wagg'st an idle tongne ; 
Thou canst nut tryto look demure, but, spite 
Of all thou doat, thou show'st a laugher's cheek ; 
Thou canst nut e'en essay to walk sedate, 
But in thy very g^t one sees the jest, 
That'B ready to break out in spite of all 
Thy seeming. 

Mic. Fm a melancholy man, 
That can't do that which with good will I would ! 
I pray thee, father, tell me what will change me ? 

fVal. Hire thyself to a sexton, and dig graves : 
Never keep company but at funerals : 
Beg leave to take thy bed into the church, 
And sleep there : fast, until thine abstinence 
TTpbrwd the anchorite with gluttony ; 
And when thou talk'st reflection, feast on nanght 
But water and stale bread : ne'er speak, except 
At prayers and grace ; and as to music, be 
Content with ringing of the passing-bell 
When souls do go to their account. 

Mk. But if 
The bells, that ring as readily for joy 
As grief, should chance to ring a merry peal. 
And they should drop the corse — 

JVaL llieu take the rope, 
And hang thyself : I know no other way 
To change tliee. 

Mk. Nay, I'll do some great feat yet. 

fVal. You'll do some great feat ! Take me Gesler'e 

Mie, Humph I that would be a feat, indeed! I'll 

doitl 
Wal. Yon'll do it i You'll get married, and have 
children. 
And be a sober citizen, before 
You pare your bread o' the crust. You'll do it t You'll 
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Do nothing 1 live until yon are a hundred. 

When death shall catch yon, 'twill belanghing. Do it. 

Look grave, talk wise, live sober, thon wilt do 

A harder thing, bat that thoult never do. 

QtViLDMAN goe* <mt. 

Mie. Hard sentence, that 1 Dame Nature t gentle 
' mother, 
If thou host made me of too rich a mould 
To bring the common seed of life to fruit, 
Is it a fault ? Kind Nature, I should lie 
To say it was. Who would not have an eye 
To see the sun, where others see a cloud; 
A skin BO temper'd as to feel the rain, 
Gave other men the ague, him refresh'd ; 
A frame bo vernal, as, in spite of snow. 
To think it's genial summer all year round ; 
And bask himself in bleak December's scowl. 
While others rat and shiver o'er a hearth ? 
I do not know the fool would not be Buch 
A man ! Shall I upbraid my heart because 
It bath been so intent to keep me in 
An ample revenue of precious mirth, 
It hath forgot to hoard the duller coin 
The world do trade on 7 No, not I, no more 
Than I wonld empt my coffers of their gold. 
Were they so fiimiBhM, to make room for brass. 
Or disenthrone the diamond of my ring — 
Supposed the gemmed toy my finger wore — 
To seat a Bparkless pebble in its place ! 
Yet here comes that, despite my wealth of mirth,' 
Can make a beggar of me ! Father, could 
You see me now, you'd find me eans a smile 
In all my jester's scrip. 
Enter Getter's Areheri, egcorling lome StoUt Peasant*, 

pritoners; they cross the Stage, and enter the Porch qfthe 

Cattle, — Teu., at a short distance, foUowing them. 

Tell. QTo Michael, kAo U looking aftur them as t&ej/ 
enter the portA.^ Do yon know them ? 

Mie. No. 

Tell. Nor I, thank Heaven ! How like you that I 

Mie. What? 

gl': 
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Tell. That. 

Mie. I like it not. 

Tell. It might as well be you or I. 

Mic. It might. 

Tell. Do you live in Altori ? 

Mie. Yes. 

Tell. How go they on 
InAItorf? 

Mic. As you see. What was a eight 
A month ago, hath not the wonder now 
To draw them 'cross the threehold ! 

TeU. Would you like— 

Mie. What wouldst thou say to me ? 

Tell. No matter, friend. 
Something bo slight, that in the thinking on't 
Twaa gone. The field of Grutli, Tell !— the hour's 
At hood. The spirits are expecting thee 
Shall bring thy country back the times again 
She'd wonder this to see ! 

Mic. Stay, friend ! a word. 
If of my mind thou haply art, and think'st. 
When fortune will not make us theme of mirth, 
OuiBelves may take the task in hand — ■ 

Tell. For what?— 
Good day ! f^Eitit hattily. 

Mie, Acquaintance briefly broke as made I 
Take Gesler'a castle, did my father say 7 
Would I were well within the ramparts, and 
At large as now f I might do such a thing. 
Soft ! Who comes here ? Jagheli ! Ha ! a youth. 
That's tender as a love-sick damsel's sigh. 
What brings him sighing here ? The Seneschal 
Has a i»\T daughter ! Friend Jagheli, mind 
Thy secret. Half on't I have got alre^idy 
Without thy leave ; the rest thyself ehalt give me. 

IBetirtM. 

Enter Jaqheli and three SavoysTds, u»tA guilari. 
Jag. You know the air, I'm sure ; 'tis very sweet ; 
The young musician who composed it loved ; 
But 'twas a bootless Same ! You must have heard 
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The story ? It is sud he taught the Udy, 
Who wma of high degree, and toade that strain 
To tdng to her the love he dared not speak :< — 
Don't yon remember it ? The sequel was 
A. mournful one ! The lady liked the strain, 
Bnt did not see the tender minstreL's drift ; 
And still she'd have him sing it, which he did 
With pining heart, o'er hopeless labour breaking ! 
He sung it till he died, and then, at last, 
The lady found hie theme ; when, strange to tell ! 
With sweet contrition she dissolved away. 
And ne'er press'd bridal bed, save the cold one 
They made for her beside him. Draw thy hand 
Across the strings, and wake thy saddest chord : 
Perchance 'twill mind me of it. Thou hast hit it : 
See if the rhymes I've strung for it agree. 

QHiCHAEL littem at ths back of the itage, unieen 
Jaqheli and Savoy Asie. 

Al R. — S A vor ARDs. 
Lady, you're so heavenly fair ! 

Though to love is maduees, still 
Who beholds yon can't forbear, 

But adores ^unst his will. 

Reason warms the heart in vain ; 

Headlong passion won't obey: 
Hope's deceived, and sighs agwn; 

Love's abjured, yet holds its sway. 

Mie. I pray you, have the ditty o'er agun ; 
Of all the strains that mewing minstrels ung. 
The lover's one for me. I could expire 
To hear a man, with bristles on his chin. 
Sing soft with iipturn'd eyes and arched brows, 
Which talk of trickling tears that never fell. 
And through the gamut whine his tender pain ; 
While A and B and C such anguish speak, 
As never lover felt for mistress lost. 
Let's have the strain again. 

J<^. To make thee mirth! 
When I'm thy lackey, honest Michael, I'll 
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Proride thee music. There, with thatiks to boot. 

QGiwt money to Savoyard*, w&o go out. 
I am not in thy pay, 

Mie. No ; but I mean 
To take thee into it. Wilt thoD hire with me ? 
Nay, hang thy coyness, man 1 Why, thinkeet then 
Thon art the only man in Altorf knows 
The Seneschal has a fair daughter ? 

Joff. Fair 
Or not, she's nought to me. 

Mic. Indeed ? Oh, then, 
ni tell her so ! 

Jag. You do not know her ? 

Mic. No; 
For any profit it can bring to thee. 
I pray thee, tell me, hath she not black teeth ? 

Joff. Thou know'st 'twould take the pearl to chal- 
lenge them. 

Mie. Her nose, I think, is somewhat set awry? 

Joff. It sits like dignity on beauty's Uee, 

Mie. Her hair is a dull black ? 

Jag. 'Tis shining gold ! 

Mic. Her figure's squat ? 

Jag. Betwixt the full and slim, 
A mould where vie the richest charms of both ! 

Mie. Well, then, she hobbles in her gait I 

Jag, She moves the light and flexible cbamoia, 
If you could lend the chamois her beauty, 
And add to that her modeet stateliness. 

Mic. You are a hopeful painter, rar ! How well 
You've drawn the daughter of the Seneschal ! 

Joff. Good Michael, thou'rt a jester ; but thon'rt kind. 
Thy mirth doth feast at every man's expense ; 
Yet with such grace of frankest confidence. 
That none begrudge thee. Wilt thou be my friend ? 
I love the daughter of the Seneschal ; 
Help me to see her. 

Mie. Come to church with me 
Next Sunday. 

Jag. I was there last Sunday, Michael— 
And Sunday before last — and Sunday, too, 
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Preceding tliat. I ne'er misa church, for there 

I sec the daughter of the Seneschal. 

Jt/te. How wondrously thou'rt grown of late ! 

Thej Bay there is a young man in the church 

That haa his prayers by heart — unless indeed 

He reads thein in a certain angel face 

On which he looks, and says them word for word. 

From end to end, nor e'er is seen to turn 

To other page. Can it be thou they mean ? 

Thou'lt have a name tor most rare sanctity 1 
Joff. Good Michael, canst thou help me ? 
Mu. If I knew 

The lady. 

Joff. What! dost thou not know her, then ? 

With what impedimenta ia love environ'd ! 

Mic. Why, that's love's gain ; it would not else be 

Love's the impediments that lovers meet ; QoTe. 

Or wherefore sing it, as your poets do, 

A thing that lives in plots and etratagema ? 

They know not love who need but woo to wed. 

But they who fain would wed, but dare not woo ; 

That's to be sound in love — to feel it from 

The beart''s deep centra to the fingers' ends. 

As sweetest fruit is that which is forbid. 

So fairest maid is she that is withheld. 

When I do fall in love, I'U pick a, maid 

Whose sire haa vowM her to a nunnery ; 

And she ahall have, moreover, for her warders. 

Two maiden aunts, past wooing ; and to these 

111 add an abigail, has bridesmaid stood 

To twenty younger cou»ns, yet haa ne'er 

Been ask'd herself ; and under her I'll set 

A male retuner of the family 

For twenty years or more — as surly as 

A mastiff on the chain ; and, that my fiur 

May lack no aweet provocative of love, 

Her tempting lattice ahall be grated, and 

Her bower ahall be surrounded with a wall 

Full ten feet high, on which an iron row 

Of forked shrubs shall stand and beckon me : 

And then I'll be a lover ! 
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Jag. Show me how 
Thon'dst win thy love by wianiag mine for me. 
Jtfic. Hush ! here's the serTsnt of the Seneschal ; 
A dog he sends on errands, without brains 
To take them half a yard I What ! wouldat attempt 
To win the daughter of the Seneschal ? 
Wouldst enter Gesler's castle ? 
Jc^. Yea! 
Mic. The man — 
The Tory man for me ! — Aside, and maib ! ^iTKey retirt. 
Enter "BttAVn, from Porch. 
Bra. Three yards of bnckram bright ! Thread 
thereunto — 
But how much thread ? a bank ? — a hank's too much 
To sew three yards of buckram ! It must be 
A skein. A skein it is ! right there. What next ? 
Twelve buckles with the straps — that is, twelve straps. 
Oh, Tery right ! In the fourth place, a score 
Of needles — twenty needles to the score. 
Tm right again, by that ! And lastly — what 
Gomes lastly ? Something is behind, I know, 
For I bethought me of ray fingers, to 

Enter Seneschal. 
Remember, there were five things I should get ; 
And what's the fifth ? Or have I counted wrong ? 
There's buckram, one — thread, two — a skein of thread, 
Twelve buckles, and the straps — ^the straps and they 
Do go together- — three : the fourth thing is 
A score of needles. There's my little finger 
Remaning yet. I'd give my hand to know 
For what that finger stands. 
Sen. What stands it for? 
Bra. Dear master ! 
Sen. Dolt! 
Bra. Kind master! 
Sen. Jackanapes ! 
What stands it for? 

Bra. I'll tell, and give me time. 
Sen. Whattime? aday? aweek? amontii! ayear? 
Or till my danghter'a dead ? 
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Bra. I was to fetch 
A leech unto your daughter. 

Sen. Wast thou so ? 
Wilt thou forget again ? {^Shalnng hit cane at him. 

Bra. No, sir ! 

Sen. Thou wilt ! 
Or that, 01 something else. 

Bra. Indeed, sir, no '. 

Sen. Then say thy errand o'er ^;ain ! Say't out ! 
See thou art right in every tittle on't. 
Or loot to't. Now ! 

Bra. Three yarda of huckram — 

Sen. No! 
Begin with the leech, . 

Bra. I set the leech against 
My little finger, sir. 

Sen. Begin with him. ' 

Bra. My little finger, sir, stood for the leech. 

Sen. I say, begin with the leech ! 

Bra. I will ! I will ! 
Well, then, the leech. I go to bring him to 
My lady, your daugher, for she's uck. 

Sen. Go on. 

Mk. \_Atide to Jaqheli.^ Jagheli, thou must play 
the leech ! Away 1 ^Jagbeli goet out. 

Sen. Go on. 

Bra. Three yards of huctram, I'm to fetch — 
Twelve buckles and the straps ; and to conclude, 
A score of needles. 

Sen. [ttriiinff him}. Rascal, where's the thread 
To sew the buckram ? Bring'st thou needles, fool ! 
And not the thread ? Eh, starling? Eh? Wilt sew 
The buckram without thread ? 

Mic. [Coming forteard, and ttriiin^ him.^ Eh? ras- 
Heud ever mortal man the like of this ? [cal ! Eh ? 
Eh, platter ! tankard ! nightcap ! good for naught 
Except to eat, and drink, and sleep ! Forget 
Thy errand ! Serve thy worthy master thus ! 
Thy patient master ! thy kind master ! — Get 
Three meals a-day, thy lodging, clothing, hire, 
And civil words to boot, and yet not be 
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Trustworthy to the fetching of a skein 
Of thread ! Eh I Stomach ! Master Seneschal, 
I'll run your errand straight. A leech, three yards 
Of buckram, tliread a skein, a gross of needles — 
Bring needles without thread ! £h ? gullet ! — and 
A dozen buckles with the straps. 

Sen. Good lad ! 
What art thou, prithee ? 

Mic. Sir, a sober youth. 
Son to a worthy burgher of the town ; 
Was brought up in a monastery, has 
Read Greek and Latin, knows to cast accounts. 
And writes a hand as good as any clerk's 
In Altorf, sir, with sundry other gifts. 
As people say, but which 'twere not discreet 
In me to speak of. 

Sen: Why, a modest lad. 
Dost want a service ? 

Mic. Not as varlets want 
A service, sir, who let their dnty out 
For coin : I have enougli ; but I would serve 
For love at any time, especially 
The Seneschal of Altorf. Shall I mn 
Your errand ? 

Sen. Why, a model of a youth ! 
Thou shalt. Give him the money, sir. 

Bra. The money! 

Mk. Ay, Sit- over- meals ! can I provide the things 
Without the money ! 

Sen, Eaacal, where's the money ? 

Bra. I put it in this pocket, sir, I'm sure 
I put it in this pocket ! ^Feelinff/or it. 

Sen. Empty it, sir. 

Mie. \jearchinff 164 pocket^. What's this? 
A crust of cheese ! O ne'er-content ! 

Sen. Well t where is it ? 

Bra. Or could it he in this ? 

Sm. Out witb't. 

Mie. \jearckinff the other pockef}. What'shere? a 
head of garlic, and 
A capon'a leg ! O epicure ! 
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Sen. The money I 

Bra. Yea, air. 

Sen. Thy vest, try tliat ! The money, siirah l 

Bra. Good air, this inatant ! 

Sen. Inatant, dog ! Wilt Bwear 
Thou It find it in lui hnnr ? 

Mic. Or is & day. 
Eh ? liick-groce ! knave ! incorrigible knave, 
To chafe so sweet a tempered gentleman. 
'What'a that thou keep'st the last three fingers of 
Thy careful hand upon ? 

Bra. The money ! there's 
The money. 

i^Opent hU hand ilotnly, and ihoiei the tnon^}/. 

Sen. Give it him ! 

Mie. A pat«h, a r^, 
A tatter of a serving man ! to carry 
His master's money in his greasy hand, 
Or think of thmsting it into his poke. 
Receptacle of musty eatables — 
Cheese, garlic, scraps of meat, to wit ; instead 
Of lodging't in a safe and comely puree, 
I'll ran your errand, sir. Three yards of buckram, 
A skein of thread, a score of needles, and 
Twelve buckles with straps ; not to forget 
To bring a leech to see your daughter, sir. 
A turnspit cnr — Til run your errand, sir ! 

[_ They go out severally. 



SCENE II. — TAe Field of Grutli.~A Lake and 
Mounlaint. 
Enter Tbll, vnth a long bow. 
Tell, fe crags and peaks, I'm with you once agun ! 
I hold to you the handa yon first beheld. 
To ahow they atill are free. Methinka I hear 
A spirit in your echoes answer me. 
And bid your tenant welcome to his home 
Again ! sacred forms, how proud you look ! 
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How high you lift your beads into the sky ! 

How huge you are ! how mighty, and how free ! 

How do you look, for all your bnred brows, 

More gorgeously majestical than kings 

"Whose loaded coronets exhaust the mine ! 

Ye are the things that tower, that shine — whose smile 

Makes glad — whose frown is terrible — whose forms. 

Robed or unrobed, do all the impreas wear 

Of awe divine — whose subject never kneels 

In mockery, because it is your boast 

To keep him free ! Ye guards of liberty, 

I'm with you once again ! — I call to you 

With all my voice ! I hold my hands to you 

To show they still are free ! I rush to you 

As though I could embrace you ! 

Emi IwitAouQ. William ! William ! 

Tell llookt 0M(]. Here, Erni, here ! 
Enter Erni. 

Ertti. Thoa'rt sure to keep the time. 
That comest before the hour. 

Tell. The hour, my friend, 
Will soon be here. O, when will liheriy 
Be here ? My Emi, that's my thought, which still 
I find beside. Scaling yonder peak, 
I saw an eagle wheeling near its brow: 
O'er the abyss his broad expanded wings 
Lay calm and motionless upon the air. 
As if he floated there without their aid. 
By the sole act of his unlorded will. 
That buoy'd him proudly up. Instinctively 
■ I bent my bow ; yet kept he rounding still 
His ury circle, as in the delight 
Of measuring the ample range beneath. 
And round about, absorb'd, he heeded not 
The death that threaten'd him. — I could not shoot ! — 
Twas liberty. I turn'd my bow aside. 
And let him soar away. 

Femer ItcilhouQ- Tell !— Tell 1 
Enter Verncr. 

Tell. Here, Vemer ! 
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Furtt. [wtMoMt.] Tell ! 

Enter FuRST. 
Tdl. Here, friends !— Well met ! — Do we go on ? 
Ver. We do. 

Tdl. Then you can reckoti on the friends you named ? 
Ver. On every man of them. 
FurtU And I on mine. 

Emi. Not one I sounded, but doth rate his blood 
As water in the cause I Then fix the day 
Before we part. 

Ver. No, Emi : rather wait 
For some new outrage to amaze and rouse 
The common mind, which does not brood so much. 
On wrongs gone by, as it doth quiver with 
The sense of present ones. 

Tell. {_To Vemer'}. I wish with Emi, 
But I think with thee. Yet when I ask myself 
On whom the wrong shall light for which we wait — ■ 
Whose vineyard they'll uproot — whose llocka they'll 

ravage — 
Wl)ose threshold they'll profiine — whose hearth pol- 
lute— 
Whose roof theyll fire !— When this I ask myself. 
And think upon the blood of pious sons, 
The tears of venerable fathers, and 
The shrieks of mothers, fluttering round their spoil'd 
And nestleas young — I almost take the part 
Of generous indignation, that doth blush 
At such expense to wait on sober prudence 
Fur»t. Yet it is best. 
TeU. On that we're all agreed ! 
Who fears the issue when the day shall come? 

Ver. Not II 
■ Furtt. Nor I ! 
Emi. Nor I ! 
TeU. I'm not the man 
To mar this harmony — Nor I, no more 
Than any of you I You commit to me 
The warning of the rest. Remember, then, 
My dagger sent to any one of you — 
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As time may press — ^is word enough. The othen 
I'll Bee myself. Our courae ia clear. — Dear Emi, 
Remember me to Melctal. Furst, provide 
What store you can of arms. Do you the same. 

ZTo Erki and Tebneb. 
The next aggression of the tyrant is 
The downfal of his power ? — Kemember me 
To Melctal, Emi :— to my father. Tell him 
He has a son was never bora to him ! 
Farewell ! — When nest we meet upon this theme. 
All Switzerland shall witness what we do ! 

[ The^ go out tewrally. 



SCENE III. — A Chamber in the iniideofthe Catth, 

with an open window}. 

Enter Anneli and AoNEa. 

Ann. Art sure thou heard'st him ? 

Agn. Do I hear you, coz f 
As sure did I hear him, and see him, too, 
From yonder casement. 

Ann. Sweet I look out again : 
Periiaps he'll still be there. 

A^. I wonder, cousin, 
You'd send another's eyes to look for that 
You'd give your own to see ! You Mlly thing ! 
Look out yourself. QTAey^ to the windoa.. 

Ann. Ah, sweet ! look out for me, 
For should he not be there, 'twill pain me less 
To miss him by your eyes than by my own. 
In sooth, you've set my heart a beating so, 
I know not, coz, if I have ears or eyes 
To see or hear him ! 

iiffn. Well, lend me your hand. 
To help me up. [^Anneli a»»*tt Aqkes to dimb up to the 

eoiement.'^ Dear love, you tremble so 
Youll pull me down ! Oh, silly silly thing. 
To be so scared at what yon so desire I 

Ann. Fear, coz, you know, ia o£&pring to desiie. 
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Affn. A gentle mother to a froward child ! 
IiOTe finds out wonders, coz ; hot fiud not I 
The thing I look for. No ; he ia not there. 

Ann. Nay, look again. 

Affn. I cannot make him there 
By looking, cos — could you ? 

Ann. I would I could 1 
I'd look my eyes blind till he came. 

Affn. Indeed ! 
And see him then ? 

Ann. And see him then I the thought 
That I might see him then would bring me back 
My Bight. 

A^, It would ! oh, wonder-working love ! 
I would not have you risk your sight, dear coz ; 
But I would have you try another thing, 
You'd run no riak to lose, unless they wrong 
Our sex, who say its voice is lasting aa 
Tia sweet. Sing, coz : be'U hear and come. Come, eing. 

Ann. Sing, conain t 

Affn. Ay. 

Ann. Am I not sick t — confined 
To my own chamber — sick, coz — doubly rfck — 
For fear of one I would not wed ; for love 
Of one I wonid ? Have they not sent just now 
To bring the leech to see me ! And you'd have 
He sing ! Oh, thoughtless coz ! 

A^. For too much thought 
Kever at test to do my cousin good. 
Did I not bid thee hate the Castellsin, 
When thou didat say thou couldst not love him, coz t 
Did I not bid thee love the burgher's son, 
When thou didst say thou never couldst hate him ? 
And when thy Either swore he'd have thee wed. 
And thou didst say thou'dst sooner die than wed. 
Did I not hid thee, coz, fall sick at once, 
And die ? And now, when to the casement comes 
The man thou'dst wish the caaement, door, and all, 
Were open to, would I not have thee sing, 
To let him know there's neither bolt nor bar ? 
Ile'd wish to dravr in love ind honesty. 
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You'd wish iiim not ? But, couan, as you aay 
You're sick, and as for your sweet Iiealth 'tis good 
That others think so, I'll try and e'en 
Sing for you, coz. 

AIR. — Aqnrs. 
O well you ride, Sir Knight, O well 

Your courser you bestride ; 
But you'd ride better could you tell 
Who sees you as you ride — 
Not your lady, Sir Knight — not your lady. Sir Knight, 
But her fother, who wishes you br out of sight. 

O well you sing, Sir Kmght, O well 

Your ditty you rehearse ; 
But you'd sing better could you tell 
Who liats your tender veree. — 
Not your lady, Sir Knight — not your lady. Sir Knight, 
But your rival, who's fretting and fuming for B)>ite. 

O well you climb, Sir Knight, O well 

You climb to your lady's bower; 

But you'd climb better could you tell 

Who sees you scale the tower. 

'Tis your lady, Sb Knight — 'tis your lady, Sir Knight, 

Who wishes the tower was not half the height. 

O fast you fiy. Sir Knight, O &st 

You urge your laden steed ; 
But you'd ride slower, if yon guess'd 
How little is the need. 
They have torn'd to the left — you're takeu the right, 
And you should be wedding, not riding. Sir Knight. 

Eater the Sbnesohal. 
Sm. How now ! What's this ? Ea ! singing at 

the casement 1 
Agn. To please my cousin, air. 
Sen. How ? Anneli ! 

Affn. I woo'd her from her chamber : change, they 
say. 
Is physic to the sick, when medicine 
More costly's virtueless ! 
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Sen. And who made thee 
A doctor ? 

Ayn. Nature. 

Sm. Nature ? Yes, I doabt not 
Twas nature taught thee change waa good ; it is 
Thy sex's univcTsal remedy — 
Ph}rsic they swaUow without making faces, 
Anneli ! 

Ann. Sir? 

Sen. Art better, girl ? 

Ann. No, sir. 

Sen. Better or worse I'll have thee soon. The 

Will straight be here — he should bo coming now. 
Thy chamber ! 

Ann. [_To Agnet.^ Shonld he find I am not ill ! 

A^. He'll find he's not a dnoat richer by it, 
So never fear : — ^hell find thee very ill. 
If thou art not well until ho makes thee so. 
Thou ahalt be sick, coz, to thy heart's content 1 

^Anneli ffoet oat. 

Sen. Agnes. 

Affn. Yes, sir. 

Sen. What says thy cousin ? 

Affn. Nought. 

Sen. What didst thou say to her ? 

Affn. I told her, sir, 
To keep her heart up, and not fear the leech. 

£«n. Not fear the leech ! 

Affn. E'er since you spoke of him, 
She has done nothing, sir, but talk of lancets, 
Caustics, and blisters ; powders, nauseous draughts. 
With fifty other shocking things, that much 
I fear me, nr, she will feign well to cheat 
The leech. 

Sen. Ha I think'st thou so ? 

She has been practising e'er since yon named him. 

Sen. I thought she look'd much better! 
.' Affn. Better, sir 1 
Shu'd worse, much worse ! The mischiefs inward, sir. 
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la shoTt, she's going — going, nr: and yet 
She'd sooner die than undergo the leech. 

Sen. Ne'er fear, ne'er fear : she shall not cheat him so. 
I'll not believe him, though he says ahe's welL 
I'll make him think her ill. No drug he has 
But shall ha fully tried on her ; his pills, 
Emplastrums, ointments, julaps, cataplasms, 
Shall take their turn with her ; and if these f^l 
We'll bring hie knives and lancets to her ; nor. 
When all is done, shall he give o'er, until 
She's well again, and weds the Castellain 
Enter Brauit. 

Braitn. The leech is here, sir. 

Enter Miohagi., mith Jaohbu, tUgguited a* a Leedt. 

Mic. Sir, I've brought the gentleman, 
And all the articles you bade me get. 

Sen. Good lad, and active ! 
Welcome, sir I Metbinks 
He's very young 1 Art sure he is a leech ? 

Mie. A leech, at ! Ay, and such a one — there's not 
His fellow to be found in Altorf, sir. 
Semember, sir, it is the use of time. 
Not time itself, that's written in our looks. 
Forty is younger far than twenty, air. 
When that sees busbanding, but this does not. 
But never take mj word for't ; only try 
His lancet — do, sir — ^tis miraculous 
How skilfully he can phlebotomize. 
No scratch, sir, prick of a pin, or flea-bite, sir. 
But real blade-work. Let him bleed you, Ai. 

Sen. No, no ; on second looks, metbinks be'a not 
So young. 

Mk. Past forty, sir. 

Sen. Past forty ! Come, 
Take ten from that. 

Mic. Ten, sir ! I pray you, lady. 
Provide a ribbon for the Seneschal, 
And something soft to make a compress of. 

[Agnes goe* out. 
Ten do yon say, sir ? Ten ? Ten years ago 
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He bled and blistei^d me — III show yoa, sir. 
The mark of hU lancet. 

Sen. Kay, good youth, don't strip 
Thy sleeve. 

Mic. Strip yours, then, sir, and let him try 
Hia skill upon you. Fetch a haun, rascal ! 

[Brauh ffoeg oul. 
Twill do yon good, sir : for a healthy man, 
Yon're orer-full of blood. To lose a little 
Will benefit you much. Your cheek's a tint 
Too florid, sir. There's indigestion in't. 
Which breeds vertigo ; for preventing which 

[^Gettinff a ehur. 
There's nothing like the breathing of a vein. 



r AoHES, v^h a ribbon, SjC.; Braun, with a batin. 

Mic. Sit down, sir. 

Sen. Kay, good lad ! — ^Siti. 

Mic. Good master leech, 
Your case of instruments, wherein you store 
Your lancets, scalpels, and your scarifiers — 
The Seneschal wants bleeding. 

Sen. No, no, no ! ^Riter up and rum. 

I am content — he is a man of skill. 

Mic. Just let him take a single ounce of blood. 
To Bee bow he can use a lancet, sir. 

S^i. I tell thee, no ! — I'm sure he is a leech. — 

Mic. But half an ounce. 

Sen. Good youth, I would not wrong 
The worthy man, by asking him to take 
A single drop. I'm sure he is a leech ! 
One needs but look at him to know that he 
Can bleed ; and for his years, to see him close, 
He's far from young ; past forty, at least. 
Good sir, put np your case of instruments, 
And come along with me to see my daughter. 
And, Agnes, give this youth a cup of wine. 
With what you have that's best to relish it. 
A most sagacious leech, I'm sure — a leech 
Than whom none ever better look'd his calling. 

END OP ACT I. i_TAe^gooul, 



ACT II. 

SCENE I— Telia's Cottage on the rtfffitof a Mountain 
— a dutant view of a Lake, backed by Mountaint of 
ttupetidoui height, their topx cohered with tnow, and 
lighted at the very pointt by the riling Sun, the reit 
of the distance being yet in shade — on one side a 
Vineyard. 

Enter Emma, from the Cottage. 
Emma. O, tlie fresh morning! Heaven's kind 



Tbat never empty handed comes to those 
Who know to use its gifts. — Pr^se be to him 
Who loads it atill, and bids it constant run 
The errand of hia bounty ! — Praise be to him I 
We need his care that on the mountain's cliff 
Lodge by the storm, and cannot lift onr eyes. 
But piles on piles of everlasting snows, 
O'erhanging us, remind us of his mercy. 

Albebt appears on an eminence. 

Alb. My mother • 

Emma. Albert ! 

Alb. [_De»ee7iding.^ Bless thee ! 

Emma. Bless thee, Albert 1 
How early were you up ! 

Alb. Before the snn. 

Emma. Ay, strive with him. He never lies a-bed 
When it is time tu rise. He ever is 
The constant'st workman, that goes through hia task. 
And shows ns how to work by setting to't 
With smiling face ; for labour's light ae ease 
Tbat cheerfulness doth take in hand. Be like 
The sun. 

Alb. What you would have me like, I'll be like. 
As far as will, to labour join'd, can make me. 

Emma. Well said, my boy I Knelt yon, when you 
got up 
To-day ? 
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Alb. I did ; and do so every day, 

£mm«. I know you do ! And think you, when yon 
kneel. 
To whom you kneel ? 

Alb. To Him who made me, mother. 

Emma. And in whose name ? 

Alb. The name of him, who died 
For me and all men, that all men and I 
Should live. 

EBtma. Tliat's right ! Remember that, my son : 
Forget all tilings but that — remember that I 
'I^ more than friends or fortune ; clothing, food; 
All things of earth ; yea, life itself. — It is 
To live when these are gone,'where they are nought 
With God ! — My son, remember that ! 

AH. I wiU ! 

Emma. You have been early np, when I, that piay'd 
The sluggard in comparison, am up 
Full early ; for the highest peaks alone. 
As yet, behold the sun. Now tell me what 
You ought to think on, when you see the sun 
So shining on the peak ? 

Ali. That as the peak 
Feels not the pleneant snn, or feels it least I 
So they, who highest stand in fortune's smile. 
Are gladden'd by it least, or not at all ! 

Emma. And what's the proftt you should turn this 
to? 

Alb. Rather to place my good in what I have, 
Than tAitnk it worthless, wishing to have mure : 
For more is not more happiness, so oft 
As less. 

EniTna. I'm glad you husband what you're taught. 
That is the lesson of content, my son ; 
He who finds which, has all — who misees, nothing. 

Alb. Content is a good thing. 

Emma. A thing, the good 
Alone can profit by. 

Alb. My father's good. 

Emma. What say'at thou, boy ? 

Ali. I say my father's good. 
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Emma. Yes ; he in good 1 what then 1 

Alb. I do not think 
He is content — I'm sure he's not content ; 
Nor would I be content, were I a man, . 
And Oesler seated on the rock of Altorf ! 
A man may lack content, and yet be good. 

Emma. I did not say all good men found content, — 
I would be busy ; leaye me, 

Al&l You're not angry 1 

Emma. No, no, niy boy. 

Alb. Yon'U kiss me ? 

Emma. Will I not ! 
The time will come you will not ask your mother 
To kisB yon ! 

Alh. Never! 

Emma. Not when you're a man ? 

Alb. I'll never be a man to see that time : 
I'd rather die, now when I am a child, 
Than live to be a man, and not love you 1 

Emma. Live— live to be a man, and love your 
mother l 
[ They embrace — Albert runt off" into the foOage. 
Why should my heart sink F 'tia for this we rear them ! 
Cherish their tiny limbs ; pine if a thorn 
But mar their tender skin ; gather them to us 
Closer than miser hugs his bag of gold ; 
Bear more for them than slave, who makes his flesh 
A casket for the rich purloined gem — 
To send them forth into a wintry world. 
To brave its flaws and tempests! — They mnat go ; 
Far better, then, they go with hearty will ! 
Be that my consolation. — Nestling as 
He ia, he is the making of a bird 
Will own no cowering wing. 'Twas fine — 'twas fine 
To see my eaglet on the verge o' the nest, 
Raffling himself at sight of the big gulf 
He feels anon he'll have the wing to soar. 
Re-enter Albert from the Cottage, with a how and orriHM, 

and a ryde target, u>hich he tele up during the JiiH Unet, 

laying kit bow and quiver on the tfround. 
What have you there ? 
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Alh. My bow and arrows, mother. 

Emma. When will yon use tbem like your father. 

Alb. Some time, I hupe. 

Emma. You brag ! There's not an archer 
In all Helvetia can compare with him. 

Alb. Bnt I'm his aon ; and when I am a man, 
I may be like him. Mother, ijo I brag 
To think I some time may be like my father i 
If BO, then ie it he that teaches me ; 
For ever as I wonder at his skill. 
He calls me boy, and says I must do more 
Ere I become a man 1 

Emma. May you be such 
A man as he — if HeaTen wills, better — 111 
Not quarrel with its work ; yet 'twill content me 
If you are only such a man ! 

Alb. I'll show you 
How I can shoot. \_ShMU.~\ Look, mother ! there's 

A<a inch 1 

Emma. O fy ! it wanta a hand. 

\_Going into the cottaffe. 
Alb. A hand's 
An inch for me. TU hit it yet Now for it t 

[^SAooti <yain. 

While Albert etm^nue* to ihoot, the light gradually 

approaehet the base of the mountaint in the dit- 

tanee, and tpreadt itself over the lakr. and valley. 

Enter Tell, vatching Albert gome time in tilenee. 
Tell. That^s scarce a miss that comes so near the 
mark ! 
Well aim'd, young archer ! With what ease he bends 
The bow ! To see those sinews, who'd believe 
Such strength did lodge in them ? Well aim'd i^ain ! 
There plays the skill will thin the chamois' herd. 
And bring the lammer-geyer from the cloud 
To earth. Perhaps do greater feats — perhaps 
Make man its quarry, when he dares to tread 
Upon his fellow man. That little arm, 
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Hie mother's palm can span, may help, uion, 
To poll a araewy tyrant from his seat. 
And from thttir chains a prostrate people lift 
To liberty. I'd bo content to die. 
Living to see that day ! — What, Albert ! 

Alb. Ah! 
My father. {^Runninff to Tell, ic^ embrace Aim. 

Emma. [^Runnittff from ths cottage.'^ William! — 
Welcome, welcome, William I 
I did not look for you till noon, and thought 
How long 'twould be ere noon would come! You'ie 

How soon 'twill now be here and gone 1 O William ! 

When you are absent frt)m me, I count time 

By minutes; which, when you are here, flies by 

In hours, that are not noted till they're out ! 

Now this is happiness ! Joy's doubly joy 

That comes before the time— it is a debt 

Paid ere 'tis due, which Alls the owner's heart 

With gratitude, and yet 'tis but his own I 

And are you well ? and has the chase proved good ? 

How has it fared with yon! Come in ; I''m sure 

You want refreshment. 

Tdl No; I did partake 
A herdsman's meal, upon whose lonely chalet 
I chanced to light. I've had bad sport ; xaj track 
Lay with the wind, which to the start'lisb game 
Betray'd me still. Oae only prize ; and that 
I gave mine humble host. You raise the bow 
Too fast, \jroAA.BERT,v)ha}uu returned to hUpraeti(x.'\ 
Bring't slowly to the eye — [Albert shoots. 
You've missM. 
How often have you hit the mark to-day ? 

Alb. Not once yet. 

TeR. You're not steady. I perceived 
You waver'd now. Stand firm I — let every limb 
Be braced as marble, and as motionless. 
Stand like the sculptor's statue on the gate 
Of Altorf, that looks life, yet neither breathes 
Nor stirs. QAlbbrt thoolt.~^ That's better, 

Emma. William ! William ! — ! 
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To be the parents of a boy like that I — 

Why speak you not — and wherefore do you aigh ? 

Wbat's in your heart to keep the transport out 

That fills up mine, when looking on onr child 

Till it o'erflows mine eye ! [Albbht ghoott. 

Tell. You've miss'd again 1 
Dost see the mark ? Bivet your eye to it 1 
There let it stick, fast as the arrow would, 
Could you but send it there ? 

Emma. Why, William, don't 
You answer me ? [Albert thooU. 

Tell, Again ! How would you &re, 
Suppose a wolf should cross your path, and you 
Alone, with but your bow, and only time 
To fix a single arrow? 'Twould not do 
To miss the wolf ! You said, the other day. 
Were you a man, you'd not let Gesler live — 
Twas easy to say that. Suppose you, now. 
Your life or his depended on that shot ! — 
Take care ! That's Gesler !— Now tor liberty ! 
Bight to the tyrant's heart I QAlbbrt thooti.'y Well 

done, my boy ! 
Come here ! — Now, Emma, I will answer you : 
Do I not lore you ? Do I not love our child ? 
Is not that cottage dear to me, where I 
Was born ? How many acres would I give 
That little vineyard for, which I have watch'd 
And tended since I was a child ? Those crags 
And peaks — what spired city would I take 
To live in in exchange for them ? — Yet what 
Are these to me ? What is this boy to me ? 
What art thou, Emma, to me — when a breath 
Of Gesler's can take aU ? 

Emma. 0, William, think 
How little is that all to him — too little 
For Gesler, sure, to take. Bethink thee, William. 
We have no treasure. 

Tell. Have we not ? Have we 
No treasure 1 How ! No treasure ? What ! 
Have we not liberty ? — that precious ore. 
That pearl, that gem, the tyrant covets most. 
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Yet can't enjoy himself — for which he dnuns 
Hiacoffeceof their coin— his land of blood; 
Goes without eleep — pinea himself eallow — pale^ 
Yea, makes a pawn of his own soul — lacks ease — 
Frets till the bile gnaws appetite away — 
Forgets both heaven and heU, only to strip 
The wearer of it ! Emma, we have that. 
And that's enough for Gesler ! 

Emma. Then, indeed. 
My Wilh'am we have mncb to fear 1 

Tell. Weliave; 
And best it is we know how nrncb. Then, £mina. 
Make up thy mind, wife ; make it up : remember 
What wives and mothers on these very hills 
Once breathed the air you breathe : Helvetia 
Hath chronicles, the masters of the world, 
As they were call'd — the Romans — kept for her : 
And in those chronicles 'tis writ — and praise 
Set down by foes must needs, at least, be true — 
'Tis writ, I say, that when the Bhetians — 
They were the early tenants of those hills — 
Withstood the lust of Roman tyranny, 
With Claudius Drusus, and a certain Nero, 
Sons-in-law of Octavius Ceesar, at 
Its head— -the Rhetian women, when the men, 
O'ermatch'd by numbers, did at last give way. 
Seeing that liberty was gone, threw life 
And nature, too, as worthless, after it ; 
Rush'd through the gaping ranks of them that fled. 
And on the dripping weapons of the red 
Victorious van impaled themselves and children ! 

Emma. 0, William ! 

Tell. Emma, let the boy alone; 
Don't clasp him so — ''twill soften him ! Go, sir. 
See if the valley sends us visitors 
To-day; some friend, perchance,may need thy guidance. 
Away ! [Albert £foeB oiif.] He's better from thee, 

Emma ; the time 
Is come, a mother on her breast should fold 
Her arms, as they liad done with such endearmenta. 
And bid her children go from her to hunt 
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For danger, which will prefiently hunt them — 
The leBB to heed it. 

Emma. William, you are right ; 
The taak you aet me I will try to do : 
I wonld not live myself to be a alav»— 
I would not live to be the dam of one ! 
No ! woman as I am, I would not, William ! 
Then choose my course for me ; whate'er it is, 
I will say, ay, and do it, too ; snppose 
To dress my little stripling for (he war. 
And take him by the hand, to lead him to't ! 
Yes, I would do it at thy bidding, William, 
Without a tear : I say that 1 would do i^— 
But, now I only talk of doing it, 
I can't help shedding one ! --- [Weept. 

TeU. Did I not choose thee 
From out the ftureat of the maids of Uri, 
IieaB that in beauty thou didst them surpass. 
Than that thy eoul that beauty overmatch'd ? 
Why rifles on thy matron i^heek that blush, 
Mantling it fresh as in thy virgin morn. 
But that I did so ? Do I wonder, then. 
To find thee equal to the task of virtue. 
Although a \itaA. one ! No, I wonder not ! 
Why should I, Emma, make thy heart acquainted 
Witii ilia I could shut out from it — rude guests 
For such a home ! Here, only, we have had 
Two hearts ; in all things else — in love, in &ttb, 
In hope, in joy, that never had but one ! 
But henceforth we must have but one here, also. 

Emma. 0, William, you have wrong'd me — kindly 
wrong'd me. 
When ever yet was happiness the test 
Of love in man or woman ? Who'd not hold 
To that which must advantage him 1 Who'd not 
Keep promise to a feast, or mind his pledge 
To share a rich man's purse ? There's not a churl, 
However base, but might be thus approved 
Of most unswerving constancy. But that 
Which loosens churls, ties friends ! or changes them, 
Only to stick the faster. William ! William I 
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That man knew never yet the love of woman. 
Who never had an ill to share with her ! 

Tell. Not eveu to know that woul.i T in bo 
Ungentle partnership engage thee, £mma, 
So will could help it, bnt necessity, 
The master yet of will, how strong aoe'er. 
Commands me prove thee. When I wedded thee. 
The land was &ee I O ! with what pride I used 
To walk these hills, and look np to my God, 
And bless him that it was bo. It was free — 
From end £o end, from cliff to lake 'twas free I — 
Free as onr torrents are that leap onr rocks. 
And plough our valleys, vrithout asking leave; 
Or as our peaks that wear their caps of snow. 
In very presence of the regal sun I 
How happy was I in it then ! I loved 
Its very storms ! Tes, Emma, I have sat 
In my boat at night, when, midway o'er the lake. 
The stars went out, and down the mountain gorge 
The wind came roaring — I have sat and eyed 
The thunder breaking from his cloud, and smiled 
To see him shake his lightnings o'er my head. 
And think I had no master save his own I 
You know the jutting cliff round which a track 
Up hither winds, whose base is but the brow 
To such another one, with scanty room 
For two a-breast to pass! O'ertaken there 
By the mountain blast, I've lud me Sat along. 
And while gust follow'd gust more furiously, 
As if to sweep me o'er the horrid brink, 
And I have thought of other lands, whose storms 
Are summer flaws to those of mine, and just 
Have wish'd mo there — the thought that mine wi 

Has check'd that vrisb, and I have rused my head. 
And cried in thraldom to that furious wind. 
Blow on ! This ia the land of liberty ! 

Emma. I almost see thee on that fearful pass, 

And yet, so seeing thee, I have a feeling 
Forbids me wonder that thou didst so. 
Tell. 'Tib 
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A feeling laust not breathe where Gealer breathes. 
But may within these arms. List, Emma, list ; 
A league is mode to pull the tyrant down 
E'en from hb seat upon the rock of Altorf. 
Four hearts have ataked their blood upon the cast, 
And mine is one of them. 

Emma. I did not start ; — 
Tell me more, William ! 

Tdl. IwiUteUtheeall— 

Alb. IWitkoui.'] 0, father! 

OldMelaal. lWiiA^l.2 TeU !— Tell !— WillJam ! 

Emma. Don't you know 
That voice ! 

£nter Olu MELcrAi^ blind, led by Albert. 

Old M. Where art thon, William ? 

T^. Whois't? 

Emma. Do you not know him ? 

TeU. No !— It cannot be 
The Toioe of Melctal ! 

Alh. Father, it is MelcUl 1 

Etnma. What ails you, Tell? 

Alb. O, father, speak to htm. 

Etnma. What passion shakes yon thus 7 

TeU. His eyes — where are they ? 
Melctal has eyes. 

OldM. Tell! Tell! 

Tell. Tis Melctal's voice. 
Where are his cyee 7 Have they put out bis eyes ? 
Has Gesler turn'd the little evening of 
The old man's life to night, before its time ? 
To such black night as sees not with the day 
All round it I Father, speak ; pronounce the name 
Of Gesler ] 

OldM. Gesler. 

Tell. Gesler has torn out 
The old man's eyea ! Support thy mother I Emi ? 
Where's Emi ? Where's thy eon ? Is he alive ? 
And are his father's eyes torn out? 

Old M. He lives, my William, 
Bat knows it not. 
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Tell. When he shall know it ! HearenB, 
When he shall know it ! — I am not thy son. 
Yet— 

Emma. \_Alarmed at hi* ittereating vehetMnee.^ 
William!— William! 

Alb. Father! 

Tell. Could I find 
Something to tear — to rend, were worth it ! — something 
Most rovenons and bloody ! — something like 
Gesler ! — a wolf; — no, no ! a wolfa a Iamb 
To Gesler ! It is a natural hunger makes 
The wolf a savage ; and, savage as he is, 
Yet with his kind he gently doth consort. 
'Tis bnt his lawful prey he tears ; and that 
He finishes — not mangles, and then leaves 
To Uve 1 — They slander him who call him cruel : 
He Lath no joy in cruelty, but as 
It ministers to his most needful want : 
He does not know that he is cruel — -no — 
Not when he rends an infant. I would Ipt 
The wolf go free for Gesler ! — Water ! Water ! 
My tongue cleaves to my roof ! 

OldM. What ails thee, WUliam? 
I pray thee, William, let me hear thy voice ! 
That's not thy voice ! 

Tell. I cannot speak to thee ! 

Emma. [^Reluminff with a vetid of water.'^ Here, 
WiUiam ! 

Tdl. Emma! 

Emma. Drink I 

Tell. I cannot drink ! 

Emma. Your eyes are fix'd. 

Tdl. Melctal! — he has no eyes! ^Burrtt into teart. 
The poor old man ! \_FalU on Melctal'b neck. 

Old M. I feel thee. Tell ! I care not 
That I have lost my eyes ! I feel thy tears — 
They're mote to me than eyes ! When I had eyes, 
I never knew thee, William, as I know 
Thee now without. I do not want my eyes ! 

Tdl. How came it, father ? briefly, father ! quick 
And briefly 1 Action ! action ! I^m in such glee 
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For work — so eager to be doing— Jiave 
Such stoTDBch. for a task, Fve scarcely patience 
To wait to know what 'tis — Here, here ; sit down. 
Now, father ! 

[Old Melctal tiu liiMn.— Tell hueU. 

Old M. YeBterday, when I and Emi 
Went to the field, to bring our harvest home. 
Two soldiers of the tyrant's came upon us, 
And withoat cause alleged, or interchange 
Of word, proceeded to unyoke the oxen. 

TsU. Goon. 

Old M. As one stunn'd by a thunder-clap 
Stands Buddea still, nor for a while bethinks him 
Of taking shelter from the stonn, so we, 
Confounded by an act so hold, a while 
Look''d on in helpless silence ; till at length 
Emi, as sudden as the hurricane, 
That lays the oak uprooted, ere you see 
Its branches quiver, bounding on the spoilers, 
Wrench'd from their grasp the yoke, and would have 

smote 
Them dead, had they not ta'en to instant flight. 

Tell. Did he pursue them ? 

OldM. No; I threw myself 
Between. 

Tell. Why didst thou save them ? 

Old M. 'Twae my son 
X saved I I clasp'd his knees — I calm'd his rage, 
I forced him from me to the caverns of 
Mount Faigel, William, till the tyrant's wrath 
Should cool, or be diverted. 'Twas my son 
I saved : for, scarcely was he out of sight. 
And I within my cottage, when the cries 
Of Gesler's bands beset it, calling for 
The blood of Emi! William, be was safe, — 
Clear of their fangs ! My eon was safe ! O, think — 
Think, William, what I felt to see his lair — 
His very lair beset, and know my boy, — 
My lion boy, was Safe ! Enough ; they seized me, 
And dragg'd me before Gesler. 

Tell. Say no more 1 
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His life cost you your eyee. 'Tib worth a pair 
Of eyes, but not your eyes, old man. No, no ; 
He would have given it ten times over for 
But one of them. But one ? But for a hair 
O' the lash ! My bow and quiver ! He was by I 

OldM. Was by. 

Tell. More arrows for my quiver. 
And looking on ? 

Old M, And looking on. 

Tell. [Putlir>ff tke arroufg into Ait ^iver.'] 'TviM iol 
He would dine after that, and say a grace. 
Good heavens ! to tear a man's eyes out, and then 
Thank God! Hy staff 1 He'd have his wine, too. 

How 
The man could look at it, and drink it off. 
And not grow sick at the colour on't ! Enough; 
Put by Uie rest, £To Eh»a, teho ktu brought Aim a 

bundle of amfms.~] I'll grow more calm. 
My flask — I want it fill'd ; and put provision 
Into my pouch. I thank thee for that look ! 
Now seem'st thou like some kind o'er-seelng angel. 
Smiling as he prepares the storm, that, while it 
Shakes the earth, and makes its tenants pale, 
Doth smite a pestilence. Thou wouldst not stay me? 

Emma. No. 

Tell. Nor tliy hoy, if I required his serrlce ? 

Emma. No, William, 

Tell. Make him ready, Emma. 

OldM. No. 
Not Albert, William. 

Emma. Yes ; even Albeit, father. 
Thy cap and wallet, boy — thy mounttun staff,—' 
Where hast thou laid it ? Find it — haste ! Don't 

Thy father waiting. He is ready, William. 

^Lea^ng Albert up to Tbll. 
TeU. Well done — well done! I thank you, love — I 
thank you ! 
Now mark me, Albert : dost thou fear the snow. 
The ice-field, or the hail-flaw ? Carest thou for 
The mount^n mist, that settles on the peak 

,.,Coo'^lc 
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When thou'rt npon it ? Dost thou tremble at 
The torrent roaring from the deep ravine, 
Along whose shaking ledge thy track doth lie? 
Or faint'st thou at the thunder-clap, when on 
The hill thou art o'ertaken by the cloud. 
And it doth burst around thee ? Thou must trarel 
AU night. 

Alb. I'm ready. Say all night again. 

Tell. The mountains are to crosa ; for thou must 

Mount Faigel by the dawn. 

Alb. Not sooner shall 
The dawn be there than I. 

TelL Heaven speeding thee ! 

Alb. Heaven speeding me ! 

Tell. Show me thy staff, — Art sure 
O* the point? I think 'tis loose. No — stay — 'twill do! 
Caution is speed when danger^a to be pass'd. 
Examine well the crevice — do not trust 
The snow ! Tis well there ia a moon to-night. 
You're sure o' the track ? 

Alb. Quite sure. 

Tell. The buskin of 
That leg's untied. Stoop down and fasten it. 
You know the point where you must round the cliff? 

Alb. I do. 

Tell. Thy belt is slack— draw't tight. 
Emi is in Mount F^gel : take this dagger, 
And give it him. You know its caverns well ; 
In one of them you'll find him. Bid thy mother 
Farewell. Come, boy ; we go a mile together. 
Father, thy hand. \lShake» handi with Old Mblctal. 

Old M. How firm thy grasp is, William ! 
Tell. There is a resolution in it, father, 
Will keep. 

Old M. I cannot see tbiae eye, but I know 
How it looks. 

Tdl. I'll tell thee how it looks. List, father, 
List. Father, thou shalt be revenged ! My Emma, 
Helctal's thy father ; that^s his home till I 
Return. Yes, father, thou ahalt be revenged ! 
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Lead bim in, Emma, lead bim in ; the san 
Grows hot — the old man's weak and feint. Mind, 

father. 
Mind, thou shalt be revenged ! In, wife— in, in. 
Thou shalt be sure revenged I Come, Albert. 

[Emma and Melctal enter the eottage.^TzLLand 

Albert yo mtt htutily. 



ACT m. 

SCENE I.— A Mmtntain teith Mitt. 



GeaLBtL t# teen descending the Mountain leilh a hwittng- 

Get. Alone, alone ! and every step the mist 
Thickens around me ! On these mountain tracks 
To lose one's way, they say, is sometimes death. 
What hoa ! holloa ! — No tongue replies to me ! 
Wliat thunder hath the horror of tliis silence ! 
I dare not stop — the day, though not half ran. 
Is not luss sure to end his course ; and night, 
Dreary when through the social haunts of men 
Her solemn darkness walks, in such a place 
As this, comes wrapp'd in most appalling fear ! 
I dare not stop, nor dare I yet proceed. 
Begirt with hidden danger. If I take 
This hand, it carries me still deeper into 
The wild and savage solitudes I'd shun, 
Where once to faint with hunger is to die : 
If this, it leads me to the precipice. 
Whose brink with fatal horror rivets him 
That treads upon't till, drunk with fear, he reels 
Into the gaping void, and headlong down 
Plunges to still more hideous death ! Cursed slarea J 



To let tne wander from them 1 [TAwmJIw,] Hoa! — 

Holloa ! 
My voice sounds weaker to mine ear ; I've not 
Hie strength to call I had, and through my limbs 
Cold tremor rune, and sickening faintness seizes 
On my heart ! heaven, have mercy ! Do not see 
The colonr of the hands I lift to thee ! 
Look only on the strait wherein I stand, 
And pity it ! Let me not sink ! Uphold, — 
Support me ! Mercy ! mercy ! 

^He leam againit a roek, ttuptfied leiA terror and 
exAatiilUm — it gnywa darker and darker — the 
rain povrt down in torrenU, and a furioiu wind 
Mitel' — ti« mountain ttreami begin to twell and 
roar. Albert u leen descending by tie tide of 
one of ike ttreams, which in hi* couree he erottet 
with the help ofhisjxtle. 

Alb. 111 breathe upon this level, if the wind 
Will let me. Ha ! a rock to shelter me 1 
Thanks to^t. A man, and Stinting ! Courage, fnend, 
Courage ! A stranger that has lost his way — 
Take heart — take heart ; you're safe. How feel you 
Dowt ^GiDSf him drink from a Jlatk. 

Get. Better. 

Alb. You have lost yoor way upon the hill ? 

Get, I have. 

Alb. And whither would you go ? 

Get. To Altorf. 

Alb. I'll guide yon thither. 

Get. You're a child. 

Alb. I know 
The way : the track I've come is harder far 
To find. 

Get. The track you've come ! What mean you ? 
Sure 
You have not been still farther in the mountiuns ? 

A&. I've travelled from Monnt Faigel. 

Get. No one with thee ? 

A3>. No one but God. 

Get. Do you not fear these storms ? 

TOL. L K 
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A&. Ood's in tbe storm. 

Ge». And there are tonents, too, 
Thftt must be croBs'd. 

Alb. God's by the torrent, too. 

Ge». You're but a child. 

Alb. God will be -with a child. 

Get. You're sure yon know the way ? 

Alb. Tia but to keep 
The ude of yonder stream. 

Ges. But guide me safe, 
I'll give thee gold. 

Alb. I'll guide thee safe without. 

Get. Here's earnest for thee. [^O^ert gold.'^ Here— 
I'll double that. 
Yea, treble it, but let me see the gate 
Of Altorf. Why do yaa refuse the gold t 
Take't. 

Alb. No. 

Get. You shall. 

Alb. I will not. 

G«. Why? 



I do not covet it ; and, though I did, 
It would be wrong to take it as tbe price 
Of doing one a kindness. 

Get. Ha! — who taught 
Thee that ? 

Alb. My lather. 

Get. Does he live in Altorf? 

A&. No, in the mountams. 

Get, How t — a mountaineer 7 
He E^ould become a tenant of the city ; 
He'd gain b/t. 

Alb. Not so much as he might lose by't. 

Get. What might he lose by't ? 

Alb. Liberty. 

Ges. Indeed! 
He also taught thee that ? 

Alb. He did. 

Get. His name ? 

Alb. This is the way to Altorf, nr. 
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Gee. I'd know 
Thy father's name. 

All. The day is waating — we 
Have fat to go. 

Geg. Thy fiither's name, I Bay ? 

Alb. I will not tell it thee. 

Gee. I4ot tell it me ! 
Why? 

Alh. You may be an enemy of his. 

Ge*. May be a fnend. 

Alb. May be ; but should you be 

An enemy Although I would not tell you 

My father's name, I'd guide you safe to Altorf. 
Will you follow me ? 

Gee. Ne'er mind thy father's name : 
What would it profit me to know't ? Thy hand ; 
We are not enemies. 

Alb. I never had 
An enemy. 

Get. Lead on. 

Alb. Advance your staff 
As you descend, and fix it well. Come on. 

Gee. What ! must we take that steep ? 

Alb. Tia nothing. Come, 
I'll go befcffe — ne'er fear. Come on — come on ! 

{Tkey go out. 



SCENE 11.— An Apartmmt in the Caitle of AUorf. 

Enter Miohiel and Jaohejli. 
Jag. Yes, Michael, so it stands : she only is 
Step-daughter to the SeneechaL The leee 
Her debt of duty ; which, though it were more. 
She were absolved from by the tyrant's part 
He acts, who'd wed her where she cannot love. 
O, win her for me, Michael, or you'll have 
To get a leech for me. 

Mie. Get thee a leech ? I'll be in want of one 
Myself 1 Thy sickness ia infectious. Would 
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A scidded foot had kept me to the house— 

A fever tied me to my bed — a fit 

Tripp''d up my heels in the street, ere I had met thee 

To make thee play the leech ! I waa as sound 

As reckless laughter, then ; could eat or drink 

With him that asVd me — could go here or there, 

And find me ample fond of mirth, where'er 

I went— could sing- — could dance — could keep awake 

Or sleep as well as any one ! You've sped me ! 

Concluded me I — brought all my fair estate 

Of rich content to melancholy end ! 

Jagheli, I'm in love. 

Jag. In love ! 

Mtc. In love. 

J<^. Michael in love! What, prithee, made thee 
In tove % Q&U 

Jtftc. A cup of wine. 

Jag. Another cup 
Will work thy cure. 

Jtfic. If thou couldst give me with't 
The hand that help'd me to't, and with the hand 
The hp that kiss'd the cup ere it touch'd mine. — 
Nor was it yet the hand, nor yet the lip, 
But the arch smile that quiver'd on that lip 
And seem'd to mock the motion of that hand. 
Moving in maiden coyness. Plague on't ! I've 
Been posed at mine own trade — proved an apprentice 
With mine own tools : master'd, wherein I bragg'd. 
To show my skill — and only by a smile 
Half shown — you scarce could tell if it was there 
Or not — a glimpse and gone, and then again 
A glimpse and gone again, ere you could say 
You saw it !— I'm in love. I have it here; 
Here in the very centre of my heart ! 
That ever I should live to see the day 
I B^d I was in love. 

Jag. Psha ! Michael I you've 
Been only laughing till you've got a sUtch 
In the side. 

Aftc. A stitch ! If thou hast such another, 
It will not let tbee sleep. But hither cornea 
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Thy lady's chamberlain, with dalcet voice. 
To call tbee to her. Now her father's out. 
Hake ]m>fit of thy calling, master leech. 
Or follow it DO more. 

Enter Br*un. 

Braun. My lady says 
Shell see you, sir ; — come this way. 

Mic- Mind ! 

Joff. 1 win, [Bradn and JAania.1 go out. 

Mie. I'd like to try a race with him in love. 
Can he compare with me in such a strife — 
With me, could talk liim dumb at any time ? 
Ere he began to woo, I should be done — 
But, to be done, a man must needs begin. 

Enter Aones, unobterved bt/ Michel. 

ji^. What ! mischief plotting ? — 'tis a graceful cheat ! 
Rogue as he is, tho man's a man to love. 

Mie. Hang modesty ! 

Affn. Well said : when it doth die. 
No cousin goes of thine to put thee to 
The charge of mourning. 

Mie. I'll take heart and woo 
Her soundly. 

Affn. Love have pity on her, then, 

Mie. This very hour III tell her I'm in love. 

Affn. This very hour she'll tell thee thou'rt a fool. 

Mie. I'll marry her in a week. 

Affn. You'll wait, perhaps, 
A little longer. 

Mie. Nay, a week's too long ; 
Three days from this. 

A^. Why not to-morrow, sir? 
You'd be as near your wedding. 

Mie. Send her now, 
Kind Cupid — send her now. I'm in the mood 
To woo her. 

Affn. What if she's not in the mood to come ? 

Mie. In such a mood, that were she marble, 
I'd soften her — or ice, I'd make her melt. 

Affn. dear 1 
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Mie, Or eteel itself, she should become 
As gently ductile as the generous ore 
Conies nearest to her worth, and yet not more 
Than sums it half, although 'tie yirgin gold ! 

J^. I'll fly!— 

Mic. Now, Cupid, now, I do defy her 
In all her charms that Tanquish'd at a sight. 
By every arrow in thy qniver, boy. 
If thou hast made me smart — she shan't go free ; 
So send her to me. 

Agn. Nay, in sooth 111 stay. 
Who ever fear'd a boaster ? 

Mie. Cnpid, now ! 
Boy, I woiUd stake my heart sgunst thy wings, 
I'd woo, and win, and wed her in a day! 

Affti. [_Cominff/oncard.2 0, sir, you are the youth 
that brought the leech. 

Mic. IConfiued.'} Ma'am? 

Affti. And a pretty leech it is you've brought. 

Mic. Ma'am? 

A^. He must needs have studied very hard. 
To be so sapient and profound a one ; 
Where studied he, I pray you ? 

Mic. [SlammM-i.'] Studied, ma'am ? 

A^. Yee, studied 1 ^Imitatinff him.'^ Thinkest thou 
a leech is made 
By only putting on the coat of one ? 
At such a rate, you would yourself be one. 
Instead of his good trusty serving-man. 

Mic. His serving-man ! 

A^. Yes, sir, that pounds his drugs — 
The half of which I wot are poisonous — 
Makes ready his emplastrums — filthy things ! 
Boils his decoctions, and makes np his powders. 
Ointments, and mixtures : I am sure I've seen you 
In your working clothes, vrithout that Sunday chin 
You now have on, beating a tune upon 
The leech's mortar — to the which you sung 
In such melodious strain, that, one and all, 
The passers-by did stop their ears, o'ercome 
With surfeit of the sweetness. 
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Mie. Madam, — I, — I — 
Michael! Michael! 
Are you a man ? 

ji^. What wages do you get, 
Besidea the blows the leech beatowB on you. 
When you foc^t to make his nostrums up. 
Or mar them in the mixing ? 

Mic. Blows ! 

jtyn. Ay, blowa. 
Come, come ; don''t look so £erce ! you're just the man 
To take them kindly, as, indeed, you should. 
For I can read, sir, in your looks, you're dull 
01 wit, and slow of comprehension j nor 
OF memory careful in the hoarding of 
That's trusted to it. If the worthy leech 
But beats thee once a week, he's not more wise 
Than patient. 

Mic. £Atide.2 Michael, thou hast found thy match I 
Bat wilt thou yield without a struggle for't ! 
No I courage, Michael ! Now or never, man ! [SlruU 
up to AflNES.^ Ma'ara ! 

AffH. Bless me, sir, perhaps I may be wrong ! 
And yon are not his serTing-man ? 

Mie. No, ma'am. 
, Affn. Nor anything tmder the leech ? 

Mie. No, ma'am. 

Affit. Then, I will e'en make bold to tell you, air, 
I think the leech is just as much a leech 
As you are. 

Mic. Ma'am ! 

Agn. I've found him out, sir. 

Mie. Have you? 

AffH. And found out yon — ^you ^all be fla/d alive. 
For passing him for a leech. A pretty way [air. 

To make my cousin well 1 

Mie. Your cousin, ma'am ! 
I took you for the lady's abigail. 
Come, come, yon ate — or nature in her work 
Shows little thrift, so fitting things for ends 
They come not to — you are her abig^j. 

Affn. I vow I'm not. 
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Mie. Your voice with which you vow 
Doth TOW you are. 

Affn. My voice ! 

Mic. 'Tia of the pitch 
To cliilt a lover's hope — that answers " no" 
To all his sighs, which, when a maiden hears, 
She straight bethinks her of a hreaking heart. 
My uDcle had an abigail with jnet 
Your voice. 

Affn. Indeed ? 

Mic. Indeed ! She was a match 
Fnr twenty lovers that my cousin had. 
Not one of them could move her ! Then your eye — 

Affn. Ay, what of that ? 

Mia. Why such an eye should go 
With such a voice. There's watchfulness in it. 
'Twas made to pierce disguises, and to look 
On pleading lovers, as ou stocks and stones 1 

Affn. Your uncle's abigail, I guess, had such 
An eye, too ? 

Mic. Yes — a little softer, though, 
In its fire. — And then your dress ! — 

A^. "What of my dress ? [^Aitffrily. 

Mie. Why, 'tia put on in perfect shrew-fashion, 
Like armour, straight, and sqnaro, and stiff. It speaks 
Defiance to male-kind. Were twenty-one 
To put it on, 'twould look two-score. Wast thou 
A beauty now, and teased with lovers, such 
A dress as that would free thee from them all. 

Affn. Art thou iu earnest now? 

Mic. In earnest ! Yes. 
I'll take an oath thou art her abigail, 
As much as I'm the leech'is serving-man, — 
As much as he's the leech. Sweet, we are both 
True serving-men to love : and you're the hire 
I serve for, ^CateAiiyf Aer ('» Aw amu. 

Affn. \_Di*e3igaffi7iff liertelf.'^ Stay — who serves for 
hire doth wait 
Till it he given him, ere he takes his hire. 
Not helps himself. 

Mie. But say you'll give me mine. 
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Agn. Hush! — Some one comes. 

Mie. I'm mute as fiuth 
Thnt's sworn to silence. Lei me keep thy hand, 

[_They retire near, and remain utueen by BRAttN. 
Enter Bradn. 

Braun. Now, Braun, whoever after calls thee 
" drone" 
Doth lie, and men shall tell him so. Thou'rt wise, 
TVatehful, and keen of sight ; canst see when all 
The house besides, with open eyes, are blind — ■ 
Stone blind. Thou shalt no more be Braun the dolt, 
The sluggard Braun, the hound, the hog, or Braun 
Tlie good-for- naught ; or everything bnt Braun 
Himself. Thou shalt be honest Braun — good Braun ! — 
Braun that can see a thing ! — can find it out 
Before the Seneschal ! — brave Braun ! The leech 
Is but a clieat— my lady but a cheat, — 
Her sickness all put on. He is to come 
On Wednesday — no, to-day is Wednesday — no, 

Wednesday was yesterday. He is to come 

I have forgot the day; no matter, I 
Remember he's to come, and that's enough. 

He is to come at Plague upon the hour ! 

'Twas not at breakfast-hour, or dinner-hour, 
Or any hour of meals or sleep — I'm sure 
Of that ; but then, what signifies the hour. 
When I've forgot the day! Most true — ^moat true ; 
A lucky thought. No matter what the hour. 
Or what the day ; 'tis what he purposed at 
The hour and the day, concerns me to remember, 
And that I don't forget. He is to come 
To take away ray lady mistress, who 
Is nothing loth. Remember that, good Braun, 
And make thy fortune with the Seneschal. [G(m» otit. 
AoNES and Miobael adxanee, 

Agn. Undone — undone! Ifthouremain'st, 'tis death! 

Mic. And if I fly, wliat fly I to but death ? 

Agn. Nay, save thy life. 

Mie. Thou art its precious breath. 
And, parted from thee, 'tis no longer life. 
k3 
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Agn. Could I believe thee t 

Mie. If thou wouldst, thoa couldet. 
There l&ck of power is only lack of will. 

Agn. Nay, aa.y Dot ao ; in Booth, I've all the will. 

Mie. Then here I plight my faith to thee ! 

Agn. Nay, hold I 

Mie. 'Tis done, sweet maid, and cannot be recall'd ; 
So give me tow for vow. No sentinel 
Keeps watch beneath the casement where you sleep : 
There could I hang by aid of this kind night 
A ladder ; such a one as lovers find 
Their way by to their mistress' arms, when doora 
Are barr'd against them. Thou'rt not happy here : 
This house uf wolves is no abode for thee. 
Let's to our friends, and briefly, ere we part, 
Besolve the means and time for meeting, ne'er 
To part again ! 

Agn. You'll take the abigjul ? 

Mie. If you will take the leech's serving-man. 

^Tkey go oat. 



SCENE JXl.— The Gate of AUorf. 
Enter Gesler and Albbbt. 

Alh. You're at the gate of Altorf, \_Retuttdng. 

Get. Tarry, boy ! 

Alb. I would he gone ; I am wiuted for. 

Ge». Come back ! 
Who waits for thee ? Come, tell me ; I am rich 
And powerful, and can reward. 

AU>. 'Tis close 
On evening ; I have far to go 1 I'm late. 

Ga- Stay! I can punish, too. 

Alb. I might have left yon. 
When on the hill I found you fainting, and 
The mist around you ; but I etopp'd and cheer'd you, 
Till to yourself you came agdn. I ofie^d 
To guide you, when you could not find the way, 
And I have brought yon to the gate of Altorf. 

Ge». Boy, do you know me J 
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Alb. No. 

G«f, Why fear you, then. 
To trust me with your fatheads name ? — Speak. 

Alb. Why 
Do you desire to know it ! 

Get. You have served me. 
And I would thank him, if I chanced to paaa 
His dwelling. 

All. 'TwDuld not please him that a service 
So tricing should be made so much of ! 

Get. Trifling? 
You've saved my life. 

Alb. Then do not question me, 
Bnt let me go. 

Get. Wlien I have leam'd from thee 
Thy father's name. What hoa I \iKnoch at tie ^aU. 

Sentinel. [Within.'] Who's there ? 

Get. Gesler! \^The ffote it opened. 

Alb. Ha, Gesler ! 

Get. [To the ^oWier*.]— Seize him ! Wilt thou tell 
Thy fether's name ? [me 

Alb. No! 

Get. I can bid them cast thee 
Into a dungeon ! Wilt thou tell it now ? 

Alb. No! 

Gar. I can bid them strangle thee ? Wilt tell it ? 

Alb. Never! 

Get. Away with him ! Send Samem to me. 

[Soldiert take off" Albert throuffk the gate. 
Behind tliat boy, I see the shadow of 
A band must wear my fetters, or 'twill try 
To strip me of my power. I have felt to-day 
What 'tis to live at others' mercy. I 
Have tasted fear to very sickuess, and 
Owed to a peasant-boy my safety — Ay, 
My life 1 and there does live the slave can say 
Gesler's his debtor ! How 1 loathed the ftee 
And fearless air with which he trod the bill ! 
Yea, though the safety of his steps was mine. 
Oft B8 our path did brink the precipice, 
I wish'd to see him miss his footing and 
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Roll over ! Bnt he's in my power ! — Some way 
To find the patent nest of this fine ei^let, 
And harrow it 1 I'd like to clip the broad 
And full-grown wing that taught his tender piiuon 
So bold a flight ! 

Enter Sabnev. 

Ge$. Ha, Samem 1 Have the slaves, 
Attended me, returned ? 

Sar. They have. 

Get, You'll see 
That every one of them be hud in fetters. 

Sar. I will. 

Get. Didst see the boy ? 

Sar. That pass'd me ? 

Get. Yes. 

Sar. A mountaineer. 

Get. You''d say bo, saw you him 
Upon the hills ; he vifalks them like their lord ! 
I tell thee, Samem, looking on th^t boy, 
I felt I was not master of U)ose hills. 
He has a father — neither promises 
Nor threats could draw from him his name — a father 
Who talks to him of liberty ! I fear 
That man. 

Sar. He may he found. 

Get. He must ; and, soon 
As found, disposed of I I can see the man. 
He IS as palpable to my sight, as if 
He stood like you before me. I can see him 
Scaling that rock ; yea, I can feel him, Sarnem, 
As I were in his grasp, and he about 
To hurl me o'er yon parapet ! I live 
In danger, till I find that man ! Send parties 
Into the mountains, to explore them far 
And wide; and if they chance to light upon 
A father, who expects his child, command them 
To drag him straight before us. Samem, Samem, 
They are not yet subdued. Some way to prove 
Their spirit ! — Take this cap ; aad have it set 
TJpon a pole in the market-place, and sea 
That one and all do bow to it ; whoe'er 
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Beeista, or pays the homage sullenly, 

Our bonds awut him ! Samem, eee it done. 

[Sarnbh ffoei out. 
We need not fear the spirit that would rebel 
But daree not : — that which dares we will not fear. 

^Goet out. 



SCENE IV.— The Market-Plac«. 

Burghers and Peasants, vtith Pierre, Tbeodork, and 

Savoyards, ^covered. 



Pie. Gome, come, another atnun. 

The. A cheerful one. 

Sav. What shall it be ! 

The. No matter, bo 'tis gay. 
Begin ! 

Sav. You'll join the burden ? 

The. Never fear. 
Goon. 

[^Savoyard play$ and sinffs, during lehich Tell and 
Vbrnbb enter, the former ham upon hi* bote, 

and listens gloomily. 

The Savoyard from clime to clime 
Tuoea his stram, and siogs his rhyme; 
And still, whatever dime he sees. 
His eye is bright, his heart's at ease. 
For gentle, simple — all reward 
The labours of the Savoyard. 

The rich forget their pride — the great 
Forget the splendour of their stat«. 
Whene'er the Savoyard they meet, 
And list his song, and say 'tis Bweet ; 
For titled, wealthy — none r^rd 
The fortune of the Savoyard. 

Bat never looks his eye so bright, 
And never feeb his heart so light, 
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As when in beauty's amlle he sees 
His strain ia sweet, his rhyme doth please. 
Oh tliat's the pruae doth beat reward 
The labours of the Savoyard I 

Bnt, though the rich ret^n'd their pride, 
And though the great their praise denied, — 
Though beauty pleaW his Bottg to slight, 
His heart would smile, his eye be bright : ]_ , ,.- ' 
His strain itself would still reward 
The labours of the Savoyard. 
Q They »hoiU, and laughingly aeamipany the Savoy- 
ardt, ithogo out, with tome of thecrowd. 
Tell. Whnt's the heart worth that lends itself to glee, 
With argument like theirs for bitterness ? 
Or is't the melancholy sport of grief 
To look on pleasures and to handle them, 
That, when it lays the precious jewels down, 
It may perceive its poverty the more ? 
Metbinks those cheeks are not exactly dress'd 
To please the hearts that own them, 

Ver. Doubt it not. 
They feel their thraldom. 

Tell. So they should — that's hope — 
I'd have it gall them — eat into their flesh 1 
While they do fester, there's a. remedy j 
But for your callous slave I know no cure! 
To-nioTTow brings the test will surely prove them. 
You'll not forget the hour. 
Fer. Be sure I will not. 

Tell. Erni is warn'd ere this ; and Furst, Fve said. 
Is ready. Fare you well. 

Ver. Stay, William ! Now 
Observe the people. 

^The pe(y>le have gathered to one tide, and look in 
Ike oppotite direction toilh appreheneion and 
trouble — thote tnho had gone off return. 
Tell. Ha ! they please me now — 
That's honest— that's sincere. I still preferr'd 
The seasons like themselves. — Let summer laugh, 
But give me winter with a hearty scowl : 
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None of yonr hollow Butubine — fogs and clouds 
Become it beet ! — I like them now — their looks 
Are just in season. There has surety been 
Some shifting of the wind, upon such brightness 
To bring so sudden lowering. 

Ver. We shall see. 

Pie. 'Tls Sarnem ! 

The, [Looking ouf.^ What is that he brings with 
him? 

Pie. A pole ; and on the top of it a cap 

That looks like Gesler's 1 could pick it from 

A hundred ! 

The, So could I ! —My heart hath oft 
Leap'd at the ught of it. What comes be now 
To do? 

Enter Sahttem, loith SiMiert, hearing Gesler's cap upon a 
poiey vihich be fixes inio the ground ; the people looking on 
in silence ajid amazement. 

Sar. Ye men of Altorf ! 
Behold the emblem of your master's powaC 
And dignity. This ia the cap of Gesler, I" 
Your governor ; let all bow down to it 
Who owe him love and loyalty. To such 
As shall refuse this lawful homage, or 
Accord it sullenly, he shows no grace, 
But dooms them to the penalty of bondage 
Till they're instructed — 'tis no less then- gain 
Than duty, to obey their master's mandate. 
Conduct the people hither, one by one, 
To bow to Gesler's cap. 

Tell. Have I my hearing ? 
^^Peasanti poet, taidtig off their hats and bowing t 
Getter's cap. 

Ver. Away! Away! 

Tell. Or sight ?— -They do it, Vemer ! 
They do it ! — Look ! — Ne'er call me man again ! 
I'll herd with baser animals ! They keep 
Their stations. Still the dog's a dog — The reptile 
Doth know bis proper rank, and sinks not to 
The uses of the grade below him. — Man ! 
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Man ! that doth hold his head above them all. 
Doth ape thera all. He's man, and he'a the reptile. 
Look ! — look I Have I the outline of that caitiff, 
Who to the servile earth doth bend the crown 
His God did rear foi him to heaven ? 

Ver. Away, 
Before they mark us. 

Tell. No ! no '—Since I've tasted, 
rU e'en feed on. 

A spirit's in me likes it. Draw me not 
Away ! I swear I will not leave off yet ; 
I would he full — full — ^full ! I will not btidge, 
Whatever be the coat ! 

QPiERRE fottet the cap, tmiUt, and howt tlightlt/. 

Sar. What smiled you at ? 

Pie. You saw I how'd as low as he did. 

Sar. But 
You smiled. How dared you smile ? 

Tdl. Good I— good! 

Sar. IStrikinghim.'} Take that; 
And learn when you do smile again, to do't 
In season. 

Ver. Come away. 

Tell. Not yet — not yet. 
Why would you have me quit the fare, you see, 
Grows better and better ? 

Ver. You change colour. 

TeU. Do I? 
And so do you. 

Sar. ^Strikin^ another.'y Bow lower, slave ! 

Tell. Do you feel 
That blow— my flesh doth tingle with't. Well done ! 
How pleasantly, the knave doth lay it on ! 
Well done ! well done ! I would it had been I ! 

Ver. You tremble, William. Come, you must not 
eUy. 

Tea. Why not?— What hann is there? I tell thee, 
Vemer, 
I know no difference 'twixt enduring wrong 
And living in the fear on't. I do wear 
The tyrant's fetters, when it only wants 
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His nod to put them od ; and beai hia stripes 
When, that I suffer them, he needs but hold 
His finger up. Verner, you're not the man 
To be content because a villaiii's mood 
Foritears. You're right — ^you're right! Have with 
you, Verner. 

Enter Mich a el. 

Sar. Bow, slave. [^ell »top» and tumt. 

Mic. For what? [Lauffh*. 

Sar. Obey, and question then. 

Mie. I'll question now, perhaps not then obey. 

Tell. A man ! — a man ! 

Sar. 'Tis Gesler's will that all 
Bow to that cap. 

Mie. Were it thy lady's cap, 
I'd courtesy to it. 

Sar. Do you mock us, friend ? 

Mie. Not I. I'll bow to Gesler, if you please ; 
But not his cap, nor cap of any be 
In Christendom ! 

Tell. A man ;— I say, a man I 

Sar. I see you love a jest ; but jest not now, 
Else you may make us mirth, and pay for^t too. 
Bow to the cap. 

Tell. The slave would humour him. 
Holds he but out ! 

Sar. Do you hear ? 

Mie. I do. 

Tell. Well done ! 
The lion thinks as much of cowering 
Aa be does. 

Sar. Once for all, how to that cap. 

Tell. Verner, let go my arm. 

Sar. Do you hear me, slave ? 

Mie. Slave I 

Tell. Let me go! 

Ver. He b not worth it. Tell ; 
A wild and idle gallant of the tovni. 

Tell. A man ! —I'll swear, a man ! Don't hold mo, 
Verner. 
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Verner, let go my arm ! — Do yoa hear me, man J 
You must not hold me, Vemer. 

Sar. Villain, bow 
To Gesler's cap. 

Mic, No — not to Gesler's self! 

Sar. Seize him 1 

Tell. [_Rutkingfonmrd.'\ Off, off, you ba§e and 
hireling pack ! 
Lay not your brutal touch upon the thing 
Ood made in his own image. Crouch yourselves ; 
'Tis your vocation, which you should not call 
On free-bom men to share with you, who stand 
Erect, except in presence of their God 
Alone I 

Sar. What ! shrink you, cowards 1 Must I do 
Your duty for you ? 

Tell. Let them but stir Fve scatter'd 

A flock of wolves that did outnumber them,— 
For sport I did it. Sport ! — I scatter'd them 
With but a staff, not half so thick as this. 

^Wrexu Sarmeh's vmpon from Aim — Sarnem 
coid Sol^aertfiy, 
What ! — Ha ! — Beset by hares ! Ye men of Altorf, 
What fear ye ? See what things you fear — the shows 
And surfaces of men! Why stand you wondering 

there! 
Why look you on a man that's like yourselves. 
And see him do the deeds yourselves might do, 
And act them not ? Or know you not yourselves ? 
That ye are men ? — that ye have hearts iind thoughts 
To feel and think the deeds of men, and hands 
To do them ? You do say your prayers, and make 
Confession, and you more do fear the thing 
That kneels to God, than you fear God himself! 
You hunt the chamois, and ynu''ve seen him take 
Tiie precipice before he'd yield the freedom 
Hia Maker gave him ; and you are content 
To live in bonds, that have a thought of freedom. 
Which Heaven ne'er gave the little chamois. 
Why gaze you still with blanched cheeks upon me ? 
Lack you the manhood even to look on. 
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And Bee bold deeds achieved hy others' hands ? 
Or UH that cap still holds your thralls to fear ? 
Be free, then ! There ! Thus do I trample on 
The insolence of Gesler ! [^Throvri doton the pok. 

Sar. ^Suddenly entering with Soldiere.'^ Seize him ! 
£^All thepeople, axeept Yrbneb and Michael, Jly. 

Tdl. Ha ! 
Surrounded ? 

Mie. Stand ! — I'll back thee ! 

Ver, Madman I — Hence! [forcwa Michael ^. 

Sar. Upon hira, sUtcs ! — Upon him all at once I 

QTbll, after a itruggle, u lecured and thrown to the 

ground, itkers they proceed to chain him,.'] Now raise him. 

[TAtg/ rai^e him, heavily chained, hurtling with 

indignation, and hreathlett. 

Tea. SWe! 

Smt. Rail on ; thy tongue has yet its freedom. 

Tdl. Slave! 

Sar. On to the castle with him — forward ! 

Tell. Slave! {They go ovi. 

Be-enler Michael, ttiii held by Vbrneb. 

Mia. There — there ! They bear him off 
In chains ! Why held you me ? What was my life, 
To save that noble lion from the toils ? 

Ver. Michael, I knew thee not till now. I see 
Thou art a man to trust. If thou wouldst free 
That lion from the toils, there is a way. 

Mie. Show't me. 

Ver. Before this time to-morrow, Michael, 
The cantons will be up in arms, and here 
In Altorf. 

Mie. Ha I — the tyrant's castle 

Ver. Yes. 

Mie. Vemer, thou hast saved a precious life to-day 
In saving mine. Let's see : how many friends 
Can I provide me with 'twixt this and night ? 

Ver. For what ? 

Mie. This night I mean to win a bride, 
And marry her to-morrow. 

Ver. Art thou mad ? 
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Mie. I am — vhy not ? Who'd not be mad upon 

The golden eve of his bright wedding-day ? 
Don't wonder at me, Terner. Do you see 
Yon turret ? 

yer. Yes. 

Mie. Spy you a casement, too, 
Jnst half- way up ? 

Fer. I do. 

Mk. This night to me 
That casement opens, and a cord, let down. 
Takes up a hempen ladder, strong enough 
For me to mount. 

Fer. What then ! 

Mie. When 1 have won 
The prize I venture for, and safe bestow'd. 
What hinders ten or twenty of my friends — 
What hinders them, I say, to lodge with me 
This night in yonder tower ! Gome along ; 
I've scanty time to bid so many guests. 
Come on; and, as we go, possess rae of 
Your plans, the minute you're to act upon them. 
With all the rest. Don't wonder at me, man : 
You'll bless the day that Michael took a wife. 

[ The;/ go out. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— A Chamher in the CeutU. 

Enter Gesleb, toilh Rosouh, Lutold, Gerard, and 
Officers. 

Get. [To BoDoLPH.] Double the guards. Stay! 
place your trustiest men 
At the postern. Stop! You'd go vrith half yonrerraud: 
m tell you when to go. Let every soul 
Witbin the walls be under arms ; the Bick 
That do not keep their beds, or can rise from them. 
Must take a weapon ; if they can but raise 
A band, we've use for them. Away, now. Tumult 

QRoDOLPH ffO€t out. 

Under our very brows ! The slaves will come. 

In torrents hom the hills, and, like a flood, 

O'erwhelm us ! Lutold, say our orders are. 

On pain of death, no quarter shall be given. 

Another word : let them be men this once, 

I promise them the sacking of the town ! 

Without reserve, I give it tbem — of property 

Or soul ! I'tb nothing further, sir. [Ldtold poea oW.] 

I'll raze 
Their habitations, hunt them from their hills. 
Exterminate them, ere I'll live in fear ! 
What word now ? QTo Rodolfb, to&» re-enlert. 

Rod. "Twaa a false alarm. The people 
Pud prompt submission to your order : one 
Alone resisted, whom they have secured. 
And bring in chains before you. 

Ge$. So — I breathe 
Agun ! 'Twas false, then, that our soldiers fled ? 

Rod- 'Twas bnt a party of them fled, my lord ; 
Which, reinforced, retnm'd, and soon o'erpower'd 
The rash oficnder. 

Get. What ! fled they from one ? 
A single man ? How many were there ? 

Rod. Four, 
With Soniem. 
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Ges. Sarnem ! Did he fly ? 

Bod. He did J 
But 'twas for sncoonr. 

Get. Succour ! One to four. 
And four need Buecour ? I begin to think 
"We're sontinel'd by effigiee of men, 
Not men themeelrea. And Saniem, too ! What kind 
Of man is he can make a tiger cower ? 
Yea, and with backers ! I should like to see 
That man. 

Rod. He's here. 

Get. I'm on the hills again I 
I see their bleak tops looking down upon me, 
And think I bear them ask me with a scowl 
If I would be their master. Do not sheathe 
Your swords ! — Stand near me t — Beckon some of 

those 
About me. I would he attended. If 
He stirs, despatch him. 

Rod. He's in chains, my lord. 

Ges. I see — I see he is. 

Enter Sahnhk and Soldiers, with Tell in chain*. 

Sar. Down, slare '. 
Behold the goTemor. Down ! down ! and b<^ 
For mercy ! 

Get. \_Seated.'] Does he bear ? 

Sar. Debate it not. 
Beprompt. Suhmission, slave ! Thy knee — ^thyknee! 
Or with thy life thou playeet. 

Rod. Let's force him to 
The ground. 

Ge». Can I believe my eyes ? He smiles ! 

Go-. Why don't you smite him for that look ? 

Get. He grasps 
His chains as he would make a weapon of them 
To lay the smiter dead. What kind of man 
Is this, that looks in tliraldom more at large 
Than they who lay it on him 1 

Rod. Lo you how 
The caitiff scowls ! Pull out his eyes ! 
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Lut. Lop off 
A limb for him. 

Ge». A heart accessible as bis to trembling 
The rock or marble hath. They more do fear 
To inflict than be to sufier. Each one calls 
Upon the other to accomplish that 
Himself hath not the manhood to begin. 
Why don't they take him from my sight ? Behold ! 
He has brought them to a pause: and there they stand 
Like things entranced by some magician's spell, 
Wondering that tliey are masters of their organs, 
And not their faculties. They gaze on me 
As one expected to perform a part 
He doth forget to fill, [_Rite».^ They must not see ■ 
Ue thus. Come, draw thy breath with ease — thouM 

Qesler — 
Their lord ; and he's a slave thou look'st upon ! 
Canst thou not mulct the villun in his life ? 
Hast thou not tortures to requite bim with ? 
"Tia only in the absence of thy wrath 
He braves it. Let it show itself — at once 
He's passive as the dust thou tread'st upon 1 
Why speak'st thou not ? 

Tell. For wonder. 

Get. Wonder ! 

Tell. Yes, 
That thou shouldst seem a man. 

Ge». What should I seem ? 

Tell. A monster ! 

Ge>. Ha ! Beware — think on thy chains. 

TeU. Though they were doubled, and did weigh me 

Prostrate to the earth, methtnks I coald rise up 

Erect with nothing but the honest pride 

Of telliug thee, usurper, to the teeth, 

Thou art a monster ! Think upon my chains I 

Show me the link of them, which, could it speak. 

Would give its evidence against my word. 

Think on my chains ! They are my vouchers, which 

X show to Heaven, as my acquittance from 

The impious swerving of abetting thee 
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In mockery of its lord ! — Think on my chuns ! 
How came they on me ? 

Ge$. Darest thou question me ? 

Tell. Darest thou not answer ? 

Gei. Do I heat? 

Tell. Thou doBt. 

Get. Beware my vengeance ! 

Tell. Can it more than kill ? 

Get. Enough— it can do that. 

Tell. No ; not enough : 
It cannot take away the grace of life — 
Its comeliness of look that virtue gives — 
Its port erect with consciousness of truth — 
Its rich attire of honourable deeds- 
Its fiur report that's rife on good men's tongues ; 
It cannot lay its hands on these, no more 
Than it can pluck his brightness from the sun. 
Or with polluted finger tarnish it. 

Get. But it can make thee writhe. 

Tell. It may. 

Geg. And groan. 

Tell. It may; and I may cry. 
Go on, though it should make me groan again. 

Get. Whence comest thou! 

Tell. From the mountains. WouUst thou leam 
What news from them ? 

Get. Canst tell me any ? 

Tell. Ay; 
They watch no more the avalanche. 

Get. Why so ? 

Tell. Because they look for thee ! The hnrricaoe 
Comes unawares upon them ; from its bed 
The torrent hrefiks, and finds them in its track — 

Get. What do they, tlien ? 

Tell. Thank heaven, it is not thou ! 
Thou bast perverted nature in them. The earth 
Presents her fruits to them, And is not thank'd : 
The harvest sun ia conetant, and they scarce 
Return his smile : their flocks and lierda increase, 
And they look ou as men who count a loss ; 
They hear of thriving children born to them. 
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And never shake the teller by the hiind ; 

While those they have, tliey see grow up &nd flonrieh, 

And think as little of careBsing them, 

As they were things a deadly plague had smtt. — 

There's not a bles^og Heaven vouchsafes them, but 

The thought of thee doth wither to a curse. 

As something they must lose— and richer were 

To lack ! 

Gea. That's right I I'd have them like their hills 
That never smile, though wanton summer tempt 
Then) o'er 80 much. 

Tell. But they do sometimes smile. 

Get. Ay I — when is that t 

Teil. When they do talk of vengeance. 

Get, Yengeance ! Dare 
They talk of that ? 

Tell. Ay, and expect it, too. 

Get. From whence ! 

Tell. From heaven. 

Ges. From heaven ? 

Tell. And the true hands 
Are lifted np to it on every hill 
For justice on thee. 

Get. Where's thy abode ? 

Tsll. I told thee — in the mountains. 

Get. How lies it — north or south ? 

Tell. Nor north, nor south. 

Get. Is't to the east or west, then ? 

Tell. Where it liea 
Concerns thea not. 

Get. It does. 

Tell. And if it does, thou shalt not learn. 

Get. Art married ? 

Tell. Yes. 

Get. And hast a family ! 

Tell. A son. 

Get. A son 1 
Snitiem I 

Sor. My lord, the boy ! 

^Gksler tifftit to Sarnem to keep tilenee, and 
fakigperinff, tend* him off". 
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Tell. The boy !— what boy ? 
Is't mine ? — and have they netted my yoang fledge- 
ling? 
Now Heaven support me, if they have t Hell own me. 
And ahare hia father's ruin I But a look 
Would put him on hia guard — ^yet how to give it! 
Now, heart, thy nerve ; forget thou'rt flesh — be rock ! 
They come — they come ! 
That step — that step — that little step, so light 
Upon the ground, how heavy does it fall 
Upon my heart I I feel my child ! — "Tia he ! 
We can but perish. 



Alb. ^Asic/e."} 'Tia my father's how, 
For there's my father. I'll uot own him, though. 

Sar. See! 

Alb. What? 

Sar, Look there. 

Alb. I do ; what would you have 
Meaee? 

Sar. Thy father. 

Alb. That is not my father. 

Teli. My boy — my boy ! — my own brave boy ! 
He's aafe I 

Sar. [^Atids to Gebleii.] They're like each other. 

Get. Yet I see no sign 
Of recognition to betray the link 
Unitea a father and his child. 

Sar, My lord, 
I'm sure it is his father. Look at them : 
That boy did spring from him, or never cast 
Came from the mould it fitted. It may be 
A preconcerted thing 'gainst such a chance 
That they survey each other coldly thus. 
Beaides, with those who lead the mountain life, 
The paasions are not taken by aurpriee 
As ready as with ns. They do commune 
From day to day with nature's wonders, till 
They see her very terrors without awe, 
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And catch from her stem and Bolemn look, 
That e'en their joy seemB thoughtful. 

Get. [Ri»ear\ We shall try. 
Lead forth the c^tiff. 
Sar. To a dungeon ? 
Get. No; 
Into the court. 

Sar. The court, my lord ) 
Get. And send 
To tell the headsman to make ready. Qnick I 
Tbe slaTe ahall die ! You mark'd the boy f 

Sar. I did. 
He started — ^"tie hie father. 

Get. We shall see. 
Av'ay with him ! 
Tell. Stop!— stay! 
Get. What would you t 
Tell. Time,— 
A little time to call my thoughta together. 
Get. ThoQ shalt not have a minute. 
TeU. Some one, then, 
To speak with. 

Get. Hence with him ! 
Tell. A moment — stop ! 
Let me speak to the hoy. 
Get. Is he thy son ? 
TeU. And if 
He were, art thou so loet to nature as 
To send me forth to die before his face ! 

Get. Well, speak with him. Now, Samem, mark 
them well. [Albert ffoei to Tell. 

TeU. Thou dost not know me, boy ; and well for thee 
Then dost not. I'm the lather of a son 
About thy age : I dare not tell thee where 
To find him, lest he should be found of those 
'Twere not so safe for him to meet with. Thou, 
I see, wast bom, like him, upon the hills ; 
If thou shouldet 'scape thy present thraldom, he 
May chanee to cross thee ; if he should, I pray thee 
Belate to him what has been passing here, 
And aay I laid my hand upon thy head. 
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AdA esii to thee — if he were here, as thou art, 
Tims would I bleaa him : Mayst thou live, my boy. 
To see thy country free, or die for her 
As I do ! 

Sar. Mark ! — He weepa. 
Tell. Were he my son. 
He would not shed a tear : he would remembei* 
The cliff where he waa bred, and learn'd to scan 
A thousand fathoms' depth of nether air ; 
Where he was train'd to hear the thunder tallL, 
And meet the lightning eye to eye ! Where last 
We spoke together — when I told him death 
Bestow'd the brightest gem that graces life, 
Embraced for virtue's sake, — he ^ed a tear ! 
Now, were he hy, I'd talk to him, and his cheek 
Should never blanch, nor moisture dim his eye, — ■ 

I'd talk to him 

Sar. He falters. 
Tell. 'Tis too much I 

And yet it must be done 1 I'd talk to him ■ 

Get. Of what? 

'2'ell. ITttmi to Gbsler.] Themcrther, tyrant, tboa 
dost mnke 
A widow of ! I'd talk to him of her, Q Turm to Albert. 
I'd bid him tell her, next to liberty, 
Her name waa the last words my lips pronounced : 
And I would charge him never to forget 
To love and cherish her, as ho would have 
His father's dying blessing rest upon him ! 

Sar. You se<; as he doth prompt, the other acts. 
Tell. £^Afide.'] So well he bears it, be doth vanquish 
me. 
My boy ! my boy ! — O, for the hills — the hills, 
To see liim bound along their tops again, 
With liberty, bo light upon his heel, 

That, like the ohamois, he flings behind him 

Sar. Was there not all the father in that look 7 
Get. Yet 'tis against nature. 
Sar. Not if he believes 
To own the son would be to make him share 
The father's death. 
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Get. I did not think of that. 
I thank thee, Sarnem, for the thought, 'Tia well 
The buy ib not thy son : I've destined him 
To die along with thee, 

TeU. To die ! For what ? 

Get. For having hraved my power, as thon hast. 

Them forth 

Tell. He's bat a child. 

Get. Away with them ! 

Tell. Perhaps an only child. 

Get. No matter. 

Tell. He 
Uay have a mother. 

Get. So the viper hath ; 
And yet who spares it for the iiiother''s sake ? 

Tell. I talk to stone ! I talk to it as though 
Twere flesh, and know 'tia none. No wonder : I've 
An argument might turn as hard a thing 
To flesh — the softest, kindliest flesh, as e'er 
Sweet Pity chose to lodge her fountains in. — < 
But I do talk to stone. I'll talk to it 
No more. Come, my boy, 
I taught thee how to live — I'll show thee how 
To die 

Get. He is thy child ! 

Tell. ^Embracei Albbrx,] He is my child ! 

Get, I've wrung a tear from him ! Thy name ? 

Tell. My name? 
It matters not to keep it from thee, now : 
Hy name is Tell. 

Get. Tell !— WUliam Tell ? 

Tell. The same. 

Get. What ! he so &med liove all his countrymen 
For guiding o'er the stormy lake the boat ? 
And such a master of his how, 'tis said 
His arrows never miss ! — Indeed — I'll take 
Exquisite vengeance ! — Mark ! I'll spare thy life. 
Thy hoy*g, too. — Both of you are free — ou one 
Condition. 

TeU. Name it 
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Ge*. I would see you make 
A trial of your skill with that same bow 
You slioot so well with. 

Tdl. Name the trial you 
Would have me make. 

Ge$. You look upon your boy 
Ae though instinctively yon guesa'd it. 

TeU. Look 
Upon my boy ! — What mean you ? Look upon 
My boy aa though I guesa'd it I Oneee'd the trial 
You'd have me make ! GueesM it 
Instinctively ! You do not mean — No — No — 
You would not have me make a trial of 
My ekill upon my child ! Impossible I 
I do not guess your meaning. 

Ge$. I would see 
Thee hit an apple at the distance of 
A hundred paces. 

TeU. Is my boy to hold it ? 

Get. No. 

2V/^. No ! — I'll send the arrow through the core ! 

Ge». It is to rest upon his head. 

Tell. Great Heaveu, 
Thou hear'st him \ 

Get. Thou doat hear the choice I give- 
Such trial of the skill thou'rt master of, 
Or death to both of you, not otherwise 
To be escaped. 

Tell. Oh, monster ! 

Get. Wilt thou do it ? 

Alh. He wilH he will! 

Tell. Ferocious monater ! Make 
A father murder his own child ! 

Ge*. Take off 
Hia chains, if he conaente. 

Tell. With his own hand ! 

Get. Does he consent ? 

A&. He does. 

^Gesler tigtu to hit offiawt, wko proceed to ialx 
off Tbll's ehain$, Tbll all the whiU uneonseunu 
of what they do. 
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Teil. With hU own hand !— 
Murder ht§ child with bis own hand ! 
The hand I've led him, when on inbnt, hy ! 
Tis beyond horror — 'tia most horrible ! 
Amazement ! — 'Tis too much for flesh and hlood 
To bear — men should be made of steel to stand it : 
And I believe I am myself about 
To turn to some such thing ; for feeling grows 
Beonmb'd within mo, that 1 seem to lose 
Almost the power of hating him, and keep 
A calm, when heaven and earth give warrant for 
Atempeet. {^HiteAaint/aUof.'^ What's that yon have 

done to me ! 
Tillains! ^To the Guordli.J put on my chuns again. 

My hands 
Are &ee from hlood ; and baye no gust for it 
That they sboald diink my child's ! — Here ! — here ! — 

I'll not 
Murder my boy for Gesler. 

Alb. Father— father ! 
Yoa will not hit me, father ! 

TeU. Hit thee !— Send 
The arrow through thy brain — or, missing that, 
8hoot out an eye — or, if thine eye escapee. 
Mangle the cheek I've seen thy mother's lips 
Cover with kisses ! — Hit thee ! — Hit a hair 
Of thee, and cleave thy mother's heart. Who's he 
Asks me to do it !^8how him me, — the monst^ ! 
Make him perceptible aato my reason 
And heart ! In vain my senses vouch foi him ; 
I bear he lives — I see it — bnt.it is 
A prodigy that nature can't believe ! 

Get. Dost thou consent ? 

Tell. Qive me my bow and qaiver. 

Get. For what ! 

TeU. To shoot my boy ! 

Alb. No father < no. 
To save me ! — You'll he sure to hit the apple. 
Will you not save me, father! 

Tell. Lead me forth,— 
I'll make the trial ! 
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Alb. Thank you ! 

Tell. Thank me!— Do 

Vou know for what ? 1 will not make the trial, 

To take him to hia mother in my arms, 
And lay him down a corse before her ! 

Get. Then 
He dies this moment ; and yon oertunly 
Do murder him, whose life you have a chance 
To save, and will not use it. 

Tell. WeU— ni do it : 
I'll make the trial. 

Alb. [Runt up to Tell and embraceg Aim.'^ Father I 

Tell. Speak not to me : 
Let me not hear thy voice — thou must be dumb ; 
And so should all things be — earth should be dumb ! 
And heaven — unless its thunders mutter'd at 
The deed, and seut a bolt to stop it I Qive m« 
My how and quiver ! 

Get. When all's ready. 

Tell. WeU ! 
Lead on ! [T^ ffe out ; Tell guarded. 



SCENE n.— Without the Cattle. 

Enter, thaily, several Citizent, at if ebt^ving tome&ing 

following them, Vbrngb, and Theodobb. 

Ver. The pace they're moving at is that of mea 
About to do the work of death. Some wretch 
Is doom'd to suffer. Should it be my fnend — ■ 
Should it be Tell ! 

The. No doubt 'tis some good man. 

Ver. Poor Switzerland ! poor country ! Not a son 
Is left to thee that's worthy to be one. 
Tis not a common man, with such parade. 
They lead to death : I count four castelluns 
Already. 

The. There's a fifth, 

Ver. And Samem, too ! 
Do you see him ! 
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Ths. Yes : and Gesler follows him, 
Who can it be ? 

Ver. We'll see, He'a coming, now— 
'Ha William Tell ! 

The. Verner, do you know the boy 
That follows him ? 

Ver. A boy ! It is bia son ! 
What horror's to be acted ? Do you see 
The headsman ? 

Tie, No ! I see no headaman there, 
Ho apparatus for the work of death. 
Perhaps they're not to suffer ! 

Fer. Lo you how 
Tlie women clasp their hands, and now and then 
Xiook up to heaven ! You see that some do weep. 
No headsman's there ; but Qealer's at no loss 
For means of cruelty because there lacks 
A headsman I 

Enter Pierre. 

Pie, Horrible ! — most horrible 
Decree ! — To save his own and Albert's life. 
Tell is to shoot an apple &om the bead 
Of Ilia own child! 

£nteT, thmh/, Burghert and Women, Lutold, Roddlpb, 
Gerard, Sarneh, Geeler, Teix, Ai^ert, and a Sol- 
dier bearing Teitt bote and quiver — another with a basket 
of applet — Soldiert, SjC, 

Get. That is your ground. Now shall they 
measure thence 
A hundred paces. Take the distance. 

Tell. Is 
Tbe line a true one ? 

Get. Trne or not, what is't 
To thee ? 

TeU. What is't to me ? A little thing, 
A very little thing — a yard or two, 
Is nodiing here or there — were it a wolf 
I shot at t Never mind. 

Get. Be thankful, slave. 
Oar grace acoords thee life on any terms. 
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TM. I wQl be thankful, Gealer I YiUain, atop ! 
You measare to the sun. 

Ges. And what of that ? 
What matter, whether to or from the son ? 

Tell. IM h&ve it at my back. — Tbe sun shonld shine 
Upon the mark, and not on him that shoota. 
I cannot see to shoot against the sun — 
I will not shoot against the snn I 

Gee. Give him his way ! — Thou hast oaase to bless 



The apple I'm to shoot at, 

Gw. Show me 
The basket !— There— 

Tell. You've pick'd the smallest one. 

Ge». I know I have. 

TeU. ! do you ? — But you see 
Tbe colour on't is dark — I'd have it light, 
To see it better. 

Ge*. Take it as it is : 
Thy skill will be the greater If thou hitt'st it. 

Tell. True — true — I didn't think of that~-I wonder 
I did not think of that. — Give me some chance 
To save my boy ! I vrill not muidei him 
If I can help it — for the honour of 
The form thou wear'at, if all the heart is gone. 

Get. "Well ! choose thyself. 

[i/awi( a bfoket of applet— ^ELl lake* otic. 

Tell. Have I a friend among 
The lookers on ? 

Ver. Here, Tell ! 

Tea. I thank thee, Vemet ! 
He is a fiiiend runs out into a storm 
To shake a hand with u9. I must be brief. 
"When once tbe bow is bent, we cannot take 
The shot too soon. Venier, whatever be 
The issue of this hour, the common cause 
Must not stand still. Let not to-morrow's sun 
Set on the tyrant's banner. — Vemer! Vomer ! 
The boy ! — the boy ! — Think'st thou he has tbe courage 
To stand it? 
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Fer. Yes. 

TeU. Does he tremble ? 

Ver. No. 

Tea. Art sure i 

Tell. How looks he ! 

f^er. Clear and 8mi].ingly. 
If you doubt it — look yeuraelf. 

Tell. No — no- — my friend. 
To hear it ie enough. 

Ver. He bears himself 
So much above his yeare— 

Tell. I know ! — I know. 

Ver. With constancy so modest — 

Tell. I was sure 
He would — 

Fer. And looks with such relying loye 
And reverence upon you — 

Tell. Man! Man! Man! 
No more ! Ah-eady I'm too much the father 
To act the man ! — Temer, no more, my friend ! 
I would be flint — flint — flint. Don't make me feel 
I'm not — you do not mind me! — Take the boy 
And set him, Temer, with his back to me. — 
Set him upon hia kne^ — and place this apple 
Upon hia head, so that the stem may front me — 
Thus, Vemer ; charge him to keep steady— tell him 
I'll hit the apple ! — Veraer, do all this 
More briefly than I tell it thee. 

Fer. Come, Albert ! 

Alb. May I not speak with him before I go ? 

Fer. No— 

AU). I wonld only kiss his hand. 

Fer. You must not. 

Alb. I must ! — I cannot go from him without 1 

Fer. It is hia will you should. 

Alb. Hia will, is it ? 
I am content, then— «oine. 

Tell. My boy ! ^Ilolditiff out hisarTne to him. 

Alb. My&ther! [_Ruiinit^ into Tell' s armx. 

Tell. If thon canst bear it, should not I ? — Go now, 
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My son — and keep io mind that I can shoot. — 
Go, boy — bo thou but steady, I will hit 
The apple. [_Kutet Aim.2 Go! — God blege thee — go. — 
My bow! [Sarvek ffivM the bote. 

Thun wilt nut fail thy master, wilt thou ? — Thou 
Hast never faii'd him yet, old aervaat. — Ko. 
Tin sure of thee — I know thy honesty, 
Thou'rt atanch — etancb— I'd degerre to find thee trea- 
cherous, 
Could I suspect thee so. Come, I will stt^e 
My all upon thee ! Let me see my quiveF. 

Get. Give him a sbgle arrow. 

Tell. Do you shoot I 

Lut. I do. 

TelL Is't so you pick an arrow, Inend ? 
The point, you see, is bent, the feather jagg'd ; 
That's all the use 'tia fit for. [_Breaii it. 

Get. Iiet him have 
Another. 

Tell. Why, 'tis better than the first. 
But yet not good enough for such an aim 
As I'm to take. 'Tis heavy in the shaft : 
I'U not shoot with it! \_TArowi* it aicay.^ Let me see 

my quiver. 
Bring it j 'tis not one arrow in a dozen 
I'd take to shoot with at a dove, much less 
A dove like that 7 What is't you fear ? I'm but 
A naked man, a wretched naked man ! 
Your helpless thrall, alone in the midst of you, 
With every one of you a weapon in 
His hand. What can I do in such a strait 
With all the arrows in that quiver f Come, 
Will you give it me or not t 

Get. It matters not. 
Show him the quiver. You're resolved, I see. 
Nothing shall please yon. 

^Tell ItneeU andpieit out an arroto. 

Tdl. Am I BO ?— That's strange, 
That's very strange ! — See if the boy is ready. 

Ver. He is. 

TM. I'm ready too 1 — Keep silence, for 
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Heaven's sake, and do not stir — and let me have 

Yoar prayers — your prayerE — and be my witnesses. 

That if his life's in peril ttom my hand, 

Tis only for the chance of saving it. 

Now, friends, for mercy's sake, keep motionless 

And silent. 

[Tell hendt hit bote, imdJUcet ths arrow — At h» 
raitet the bote io take aim, one of the tpeetator* 
dropt li/de»i — Tell lotcert the bow. 
Tell. Do you see? 
Get. Away with him ! — 
Goon! 

[i/e rmtet the bow again, and, when he hat brought 
it to hi* eye, a woman ihriAe, and fallt faiiUing 
in the armt of another. 
TeU. Do you liear ? 
Get, Remove her, slaves. Go on ! 
TeU. I will. 

[Tell ihoott, and a ehottl of exultation burtti from 
the crofcd, Tell's head dropi on hit botom ; he 
with di^ieultif tupportt himtelfupon hit bow. 
Ver. \_Ruxhing in with Albert.] Thy boy ia safe ; 

no h^ of him is touch'd! 
.4tt.Father,rm safe — yourAlbert'ssafe. Dear father. 
Speak to me ! speak to me 1 
Fer, He cannot, boy! 
Alh. You grant him life ? 
Get. I do. 

Alb. And we are free? 
Get. You are. 

AH. Tliank Heaven ! tliank Heaven 
Fer. Open his vest, 
And give him air. 

{^Albert opent hit father's vetl, and an arrow 
dropt — Tkll ttartt, fixe* hit ej/et on Albert, 
and elaipt him to hit breatt. 
Tell. My boy ! my boy ! 
Get. For what 
Hid you that arrow in your breast ? Speak, slave ! 
Tell. To kill thee, tyrant, had I slain my boy ! 
Get. My guards ! secure him ! 
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Tell. Tyrant ! evory hill shall blaze 
With vengeance. 

G«. Slaves, obey me ! 

Tell. Liberty 
Shall at thy downfall shoot from every peak ! 

Gee. Away with him ! [_GuardM teiae him. 

Tell. My country shall be free ! 

[TA^y rfrtyi Tell out. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Gefffo/* CMtle—A Lake l 



Enter Geslkb, Rodolph, and Qffieert, 
Get. How say you ? — TJri in commotion ? — 
Rod. Yes; 
Our scouts report on sure intelligence. 

Geg. Well, what of Urit [Calling.'} Sarnem ! [To 
RoDOLPB.] Qo, patrob 
The town, and take especial note of all 
You see, and straight report to Samem 1 QEatif Ro- 
DOLPH.^ Samem ! 

Enter Sarheh. 

Sar. My lord. 

Ge*. The bark — is't ready ? horry it ! 
And lead him from his dangeon. ^Sarnbh goe* out-] 

He shall change 
His prison for a stronger ; then, perhaps, 
I'll rest. 

Yet wherefore should he break my rest, 
As though my chamber portal he beset. 
Instead of pining in my deepest dungeon. 
With full assistance of my bolts and bars, 
And all my guards to boot ? Upon my couch 
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I throw mj'self, and do not know its down 

From flint, for any softnesB that it lends 

My wearied spirits — all with thought of him ! 

Or, if I close my eyes, sleep only draws 

Her cnrtain round my thoughts, to shut them ia 

With restleasnesB, tram which they turn to watching 

As to refreshment. Then I'm ou the hills, 

And he ia with me there, their master : at 

His call, the clonda do gather, and let loose 

Their thunders on me, till I'm deafen'd with 

Their din, and feel their lightnings blasting me I 

The dark ravine then opens at my feet, 

And down I splash into the torrent, where 

The cataract begins its fearful leap, 

That drags me over with't. Or on the brink 

He sets me of the cliff, and makes me scan 

The mounttun's base, that lies direct below. 

Too deep for eye to bear ; till, with the sight 

Maddening, I spring mto the void, and straight 

Qo spinning down the air, — that, when I wake, 

Coayulsed for very lack of breath, I can't 

Believe hut still I'm falling. 

Jle- enter SAnnEW. 

Sar. Now, my lord 

Get. [^Cate&ittff hold of Aim.'} Samem ! 

Sar. My lord, what moves you ? 

Ge». We are so 
Beset with traitors, Samem, we forget 
The voices of onr friends. The bark is ready ? 

Sar. It is, my lord. 

Get. Our prisoner, too ? That's weD ! 
What kind of night ? 

Sar. Clear starlight ; — not a breath of wind. 

Ga. That's strange I 

Sar. My lord? 

G«*. I say, 'tis strange 
The night sliould be so calm. I'm glad of it, 
And yet I marvel at it. I did look 
To find it was o'eicast ; 'tis very strange ! 
Why shonld I look for frowns to the mild night 
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That ecema disposed to send me none I What's that? 
\^Nom o/mnd and dUtant tempett. 

Sar. The wind is rising. 

Get. Did I not say it, Saraem i 

Sm: You did, my lord. 

Ge$. The night will be a rough one. 
He-enter Rodolpb. 

Bod. Lutold, my lord, reports the town is quiet. 
Save that the hurghers frequent pass irom house 
To house, with looks that argue restless 
And brooding discontent. [Rodolfb ffoet out. 

Get. Is this revolt ? [_Louder Kind. 

You'll see tho giiards are trebled, Sarnem. Hark ! 
Now you may hear the wind ! 

Sar. 'Twill he a storm. 
My lord, 'twere well you ventured not yourself ; 
Tliose lakes are dangerous at night ; the course 

Get. No, Samem ; I must see yon slare 
Disposed myself. My castle on the lake's 
Impregnable ; 111 take him there, and plan 
Some means of signal punishment, to check 
The spirit of revolt. The storm I fear 
Is that we carry with us. Tell's the cloud 
From which I dread a thunderbolt ! Besides, 
He is a hostage worth my life. [.^nc£?.] The boy 
Remuns — should they attempt the castle, lead him 
To the walls; and threaten them, if once a bow 
Is bent, to sacrifice him in their sight. 
Re-enter Rodolph. 

Rod. My lord, we've news of gatherings in the hills ! 

Get. A storm, indeed, is rising. Come, the boat. 
[Gesler and Officeri go out. 

Sar. They're fairly off. The wind's ag^nst them ; 
but 
It blows a gentle, though a fitful breeze. 
I would not he in Gesler's place. 

Rod. Why so? 

Sar. Something will chance to-night 

Rod. Why think'st thou so ? 
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Sar. I know not why. The look he gave before 
He left us — did you mark it, Rodolph? 

Bod. Yes. 

Sar, I never saw a look like that. It lower'd 
To very darkness. Fate was in that look. 
Come, Rodolph, to our charge. We must prepare 
To meet a storm to-night. C^^y "'"• 



SCENE II. — Supposed to be in the ficiniti/ of the Cattle. 
Enter Waldhan and Miohael. 

JVal. I sore mistrost thee, Hichael. If thou play'st 
The trifler with me now 

Mie. Dear father, fear not. 

ft^al. But I do fear thee, boy ; and, if not thee, 
I fear thia stormy night. Dost hear the thunder? 

Mic. I do ; but it is distant. 

ffoL There again ! 

Mie. It sounds in the direction of the lake. 

fVal. WLy hast thou brought me hither ? 

Mie. Worthy sire, 
Thou said'st I'd never marry till my teeth 
Were gone. To show thee, to thy heart's content. 
The prophecy was wrong, I've brought thee hither 
To help me to take home my gentle bride. 
Whom thou shalt see anon. 

Wal. He's past all hope. 
Am I thy but to play a jest upon ? 
Is this a place to jest ? 

Mie. No place more safe ; 
No sentinel is here to mar a jest, 
Were I disposed for one. 

Wal. The storm is on. 
Wouldst hold me here to bide this pelting storm ? 

Mic. Dear father, hush, unless you'd spoil my 
wedding. 
And mar the only chance of making me 
A sober man. And, look, my bridesmen come. 
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Enter Jaubwli and a band qf Young Men aith a rope-ladder, 

Mic. Welcome, Jagheli ! Father, my chief man, 
Who meane to take example by your son — 
Many a wife, and ever after live 
The gmveet man in Altorf. 

Wal. Let me see 
Thy bride, and I'll believe thon mean'at to wocl. 
It cannot be ! There's not a man in Altorf 
Wonld take thee (or his son-in-law ! 

Mic. Xo man 
In Altorf shall aay son-in-law to me. 

fVal. Where wilt thou get thy bride, then ? 

Mic. Thou shah see. 
Ha ! there's the light — J^heli, that's the casement. 
Come on ! Friends, stay you hero. And, father, pray 
Command your patience, till I give you proof, 
Such as shall full content yon, that I mean 
With all my heart to be a married man. 

[^Michael and Jaghexi ffo out. 

Wal. Friends, can you help me to a clue to find 
This riddle ont? 

Tie. We're sworn to secrecy. 
And may not answer you. 

fVal. I see— I see- 
He's not content to make a jest of me. 
But brings his friends to join him in the laogh. 
He wed ! — He take a wife ! — He bring some boy, 
Dresa'd in bis sister's gown and tucker, with 
His voice upon the crack — to pass him for 
His bride npon me. I'D begone, and balk 

[_More ihtmder. 
His most irreverent mirth ! Good night, my fi^ends ; 
I give yon joy of this fair night, [Goiny. 

Enter Micbabl and Aoneb — Jaoheli and Annku. 

Mie. Most trusting love, 
Fear not ; I'll give thee to safe warding, till 
I take thee to mine own. Fair Anneli, 
Oo with thy cousin. Father, to thy care 
We trust these jewels, that shall keep ns nob 
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For life ! Don't wonder, sweet — tliere'a not a care 
To-night doth coat thet), but each after-day 
Shall bring as many golden joys aa houra 
To pay thee for. 

Ann. I truat they mean us honeat. 

Wed. A woman, as I live 1 

Agn, Honeat or not, 
No matter now, dear coz ; our fortune's told — . 
We're caught ! 

Wal. A woman, too ! 

Mic, By hands so kind ! — 
So loving in tbeir tendance on their prize, 
You'd not take freedom for captivity. 

Agn, Don't try us ! 

Mic. Not unless you choose. 

Ann. Dear coz ! 
Let us go back. 

Agn. Nay, coz, we'll e'en go on. 
These gallants trusted onte, to trust them on, 
They say, ia sometimes to secure the debt. 

Wal. Fair lady, I will be your bond, to see 
Due payment made — if you will take me for't. 

Mie. Dear father, when you hear me jest again. 
You'll drink your grandson's health that is to be. 
And pardon me for him, — Away ! — Away ! 
These heads do ask a kinder caaopy 
Than this rough sky affords. 

Wal. Go you not with us ? 

Mic. No ; our brides forbid. 
Nor may we see them till we bring the priest 
To visit them to-morrow ; and, besides. 
We've comrades here, bright gallants, as ourselves 
Were once, of whom we'd take a handsome leave. 
This night, that parte ns thus, we will forgive. 
For the fair fellows that shall follow it. 
Good night — sound aloep — sweet dreams — good night 
— good night — 

QWaldman, Agnes, and Anneli, go out. 
Now, flHenda, the casement ; there the ladder hangs ; 
Climb fast and silently. The chamber on 
The postern opens, and is look'd within : 
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Thence we can w&lich the motions of our friends, 
And at the moment lend our eudden aid, 
Wlien it can most avail. — On — on and up ! 

[_ Younff Men go out. 
Now, Michael, here's the closing of thy jesta. 
Or making of thee ! — Fortune hold thy Mend, 
There's not a sober man in Altorf but 
Would wear thy brows, for all their cap and bells ! 

[Goew out. 



SCENE III A Mountain, with a view of the Lai* 

Lucerne. 
Enter Bhua, leading Old Mblctal. 

Old M. I keep thee back ? 

Emma. No. 

Old M. I am sure I do. 

Emma. And if you do, it matters not — we've gain'd 
The cliff. Should Erni come, how lies the track 
From this he'll take ? 

Old M. The lake's in view. 

Emma. It is. 

OldM. Then set me fronting it. Now, as I point, 
See'st thou the shoulder of a wooded hill 
That overlooks the rest ? 

Emma. I see it well. 

Old M. Another hill's in front of it ? 

Emma. There is. 

Old M. His track lies o'er the verge of that same 
hill. 
And so exact from this, what moves upon'l 
Is plainly seen betwist the sky and you. 
Discern you aught npon't ? 

Emma. I think I do. 
Yes — yes, I do. There, father, there I — 0, father 1 
Forgave me that the mother and the wife 
Forgot your eyes were out ! 

Old M. Thou mayst forget 
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What I forget myself with care for thee. 
What dost thou nee upon tliat hill, my child ? 

Emma. Figures of men in motion ; but as dim 
Ab ehadowa yet. 

Old M. 'Tia Emi ! O that I 
Had eyes to see the shadow of my child. 
bless'd are they that see ! — They twice embrace 
The precious things they love. — If it be they, 
They'll soon be here. 

Emma, Too late. I fear, too late. 
To save my hnsband and my child. Why fled 
The chnri soon as he told ua they were in 
Tlie tyrant's power ? 

Old M. Blame not his haste, my child ; 
'Twaa Bote for good. 

Emma. I see a bark upon 
The lake. How oft has William crossed that lake ! 
Hell cross it ne'er again. 

Old M. Have hope — have hope. 

EfHma. Father 1 

OldM. My child! 

Emma. I think I see the gleam 
Of lances in the bark — I'm sure I do ! 

Old M. likely, my child : the tyrant and his guards 
Perhaps are there. He has a hold, you know. 
Upon the lake — a castle, stronger far 
Than that at Altorf. 

Emma. Father — father! 

OldM. What! 
What mores you so, my child ? 

Emm^t. The form of him 
Who steers the bark is like — 

OldM. Like whose ! 

Emma. My hasbaad's ! 
Yes — yes ! 'Tis William !— So he holds the helm, 
I'd know him at the helm from any man 
That ever steer'd a bark upon the lake ! 
I fear — I fear ! — 

Old M. What is't you ftar, my daughter? 
Is't the lake ? 

Emma. No, no ! The lake is rough. 
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Chafed with the stomt of yesternight — 'tis rough ; 

But ''tis not tliat I fear. Wlist buBiness have 

The lances in that bark ? What's that ha does ? 

He steers her right upon a rock ! — 'Tis in 

Despair I and there he'll die before my eyes ! — 

Ha ! what ! — What'a that ? He springs upon the rock I 

He flies ! — he's free I — hut they purane him ! Stay 

OldM. What wouldat thou do, my child! [here. 

Emma. Fly to hie aid. 

Old M. Alas ! what aid can you afford to him ! 

Emma. Cling to the foremost of his murderers. 

Old M. And help them so to surely stop his flight. 
Would he not cling to you f 

Emma. Alas ! be would. 
What should I do? 

Old M. See how our friends come on. 
If it was they, they should be nearer now. 

Emma. They are !— They are I 

Old M. Let's haste to meet them, then. 
The track — the track 1 IsH this way ! Come, my 

child: 
I'll show thee where — if thou wilt stand, aad wave 

them, 
They're sure to see thee. Let us trust to them 
For aid. Don't look behind. Come on— come on ! 

[ They go out. 

Enter T'BiA^from an eminerux. 
Tell. Whene'er I choose, I have the speed of them. 
Nor dare they shoot : so oil as they prepare. 
If I but bend my bow, the terror of 
The deadly aim alone transfixes them. 
That down they drop their weapons by their ^des, 
And stand at gaze, with lapsed power, as though 
In every heart an arrow from my how 
Stood quivering. I knew that beetling cliff 
Would cost them breath to climh. They top it now. 
Ha ! {Bendt hi* hov)."^ Have I brought you to a stand 

ni keep you there, to pvo your master time 

^o breathe. Poor sUvee I no game are you for me ; 
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But could I draw the tyrant on that shrinks 
Behind yoa. — There he is I I'll take yov crag, 
From which a leap, the; dare not take, at once 
finables me to distance them, and there 
Bring him to parley. [^Aiemdt the crag. 

Enter Archer* and Spear tmen, followed by Geblkh. 

Ge». Wherefore do you fly? 

Tell. Wherefore do you pursue me ? Said you not 
You'd gire me liberty, if through the storm 
I safely steer'd yoar prow ? The waves did then 
Lash over you ; your pilot left the helm ; 
I took it, and they rear'd their heads no more. 
Unless to bow them and give way to me. 
And let your plnuace on. You did repeat 
Your promise, as you trembling lay along 
The bottom of the bark, and scann'd the looks 
Of yonr pale crew, that shrunk, while fiercer wax'd 
The fury of the wind, and to its height 
Tiie roaring of the angry thunder rose, 
Tiirough which I brought yon as through savage foes, 
My friends, that for my sake forbore. You twice 
Promised me liberty. I only take 
What you did promise. 

Get, Traitor, 'twas your place 
To wait my time. 

Tell. It would have been, had I 
Believed that time would come. If I'm a prize 
Worthy to take, wliy hang you thus behind 
Yonr minions? Why not lead the oliase yourself? 
Lack you the manhood e'en to breast the aport 
You love ? 

Ge*. Transfix the slave with all your darts 
At once. 

Till. Ha. 

^TaieM aim attain — tkfy drop their iceapont, tchicA 
tket/ had hidf raxied. 
Follow me ! Keen huntsmen they 
The game itself must uige. Keep up the chase 1 

\Hera*he*fnjm, the rock. 
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Get. You keep too close together. Spread yonreelves, 
That some of you may hit bim unawares. 
Hia quiver full of ducats to the man 
That bringe him down. On, cowards — on, I say ! 

^TA^ ffo out. 



SCENE jy.—T/w oauide of Ge»lm-'e Cattle— tke Draw- 
hridge up— the ducal banner of Anetria hoUted — tie 
rampartt lined witA Archer and Spea/rtnim. 

Sarneh, RonoLPH, Gerard, and Lutold, on the top of an 
advaneed battion. — In the front, Vebner, Theodore, 
and PiERRi^ lailh Burghert and Furst, with Atoun- 
laineert, all armed. 

Sar. [On the battion. '\ What means tbie hostile sliow t 
Speak, burghers, why 
Before these walla assemble ye in arms ? 

F«r. To drive the Bpoilera of our country from 
Their hold, avenge ber cruel wrongs, and set 
Her children free ! 

Sar. Be wam'd in time ; — disperse ! — 
Your homes ! your homes ! or not a man of you 
But treads upon bis grave. 

Ver. Take warning thou ! 
Of thee and every soul that with thee bides 
That castle is the tomb, unless you straight 
Surrender William Tell !— Is he alive ?— 
Give up our countryman — we'll treat with thee 
For but the sake of sparing human blood ! 

Sar. Traitor, be is nut here. 
He lives — but for your threat, to sliow you what's 
Its weight — Behold his son ! 

[Albert it ledfoncard by the Headtman, with a 
drawn tword. 
And heed how he's 

Attended ! — Mind ! the gnomon's on the hour : 
If, when it rings, a single soul remains 
Of those rebellious bands, the headaman does 
His office.— Hark me further, renegade ! 
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Gffiler ia at his castle on the lake. 

Where lies thy countiyman, in chains last night 

Transported thitber — whom the torture Lath 

Confess'd — The governor is master of 

Your plans ; and, reinforced, ia on his way — 

Teli. Tuahea in,Ji)llovied by Erni and Mountaineert. 
Tell. Villain, 'tis false ! — Alive thou ne'er shalt see 
Thy master more ! — An arrow from his how 
Hath felt the last throh of the tyrant's heart. 
Proceed to the assault. 

Fer. See! William— see! 
Sar. A wngle arrow drawn, he dies. 
Tell. [Cotifiued.'] How'a this ? 
Fer. Yes, William, 'tis thy son. I know not how 
He fell into their power. 
Tell. I see him not ! — 
I see my country, Verner, not my son ! 
She holds her arms to me — with piteous cries, 
Reconnts her children's wrongs — shows me the hands 
Of free-bom sons, festering in chains — tht- locks 
Of hoary parents steep'd in their own blood ; 
And tangled tre'ases of her daughters, torn 
By hands that did despoil them of the geat 
Life has no price to name for, I've no son, 
Yci men of Switzerland ! Look there, and see 
Your tyrant's hold — who'll draw an arrow first ? 
Will none dispute the glory of the deed 
With Tell ?— There, then ! 

[T'ell $Aoot», atid the Heatbman falls — tAs hour i* 
runff — MiCHAiiL, Jaoheli, and their friends, 
ruth out upon the rampartt, and some secure 
Sarneu and his Officers, tDhile others rapidlif 
lower the portcullis — Tell, entering thefortresn 
oner the bridge, v:ith his friends, strikes doien the 
Austrian banner, and, hurrying on, receives 
Albert from Michael. — Enter, on each ride, 
Emma, and Old Melctal, Aqnbs, A.nneli, 
and Waldhan. 
TV/. My country's free ! 
Save what is slied, we win 
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A bloodless victory. Well temper v. 
With mercy. — Austriang, youll quit a land. 
You never had a right to, and you'll learn 
A country's never lost that hath a son 
to wrestle with a tyrant who'd etialare her. 

\iA burtt of exwUaiion from the Smu. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



ENGLISH. 

Affltd, King of Engluid . Mb. Hxcuudy. 

Oddaae Ma. J. V.miho. 

Otteilh Mb. H. Wiu.>ci. 

Edrie Mk. Yochoe. 

Egbert Mb. Tbompwh. 

KtnrK Mb. Cookb. 

Edtes Hb. Swcun. 

OtaaU Ma. Cithik. 

Arthur Ms. BiTOM. 

Edgar Mb. Homnn, 

Edwin MB,PmTOM. 

Conrad Mb. Himhistoh. 

Eththad Mm Mibibill. 

Sotdiar Mb. Damwa. 

EUwUh. The QuMn . . . Miu Hdddmt. 

Maude Mbi. C. Johis. 

DANES. 

Gallirum Hn. Coork. 

Amtind Mb. Blahd. 

Otaar Ma. C. Joxn. 

Baldane Hb. Eowibd. 

Olho Ma. Yuoiou). 

Soldier Ma. Hoorll. 

PrUil Mb. B. Jttas. 

Bog Ma. Fomni. 

Ina, Gutbrum'i D*ughtcr . Miss PaiLi-m. 

Edith MiaFinciT. 
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ALFRED THE GREAT. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— The DaniiA Camp. 



Enter Edith witt a boa and quiver, foUouied by Ina 
attended bg a Boy, who carriei a boa and quiver. 

Edith. Come, let us see who'll hit the target first. 

Itsa. My bow hath got a cast, and will not shoot. 

E£tA, In Booth your bow hath got no cast at all, 
'Us true asinine. Take mine — ril shoot witit it. 

Ina. Tout's fits me not — ^"tis harder far to draw. 

Edith. Try it. 

Ina. Nj, no ; I will not shoot to-day. 
Besides, my arrows all have lost the nock. 

EditA. Here's store enough of mine. 

Ina. Good Edith, no ; 
Entreat me not — I will not shoot to-day. 

Edith, Why, so 'twaa yesterday ; fie, Ina, fie ! 
To tax thy bow with fault it never had. 
The bow that hath a cast is thy changed will. 
Thy Dockless shafts are raarr'd alone by that. 
Yon wont to love this sport ; from mom till night 
YuuT pastime 'twas, and now you love it not ! 
What love you, sweet, instead ? 

Ina. What should I love 1 

Edith. Nay, Ina — you alone can answer that. 
Has Otbo^a suit prevul'd f 

Ina. When did a fiower 
Spring from a weed, that love should grow from hate ? 
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Edilh. What ! call you love a flower ? A flower 
looks gay — 
So lootB not love ! A flower is sweet — who says 
TI)at love is sweet i Does sweetness gamer piun 
For those that own it ? Eather love's a weed 
Oft taken for a flower — found out at last 
With a sigh 1 0, Ina, you have pluck'd this weed '. 
Come, ovm it, Ina ! 

Ina. Wherefore do you look 
Ttius at me t 

Edith. Why do you, my Ina, look 
At anything hut me ? Why do your eyes 
Of late their lustre lavish on the ground, 
That cares not for it i And your honey'd breath. 
That should he given to your silver tongue 
To make rich music of, why do you waste 
Oftener on thankless and contentless sighs ? 
Come, tell me, Ina, what has happen'd to you ? 

Ina. Alas ! I know not. 

Edith. Do you say alas 1 
0, then, 'tis over with you ! Why, you're in tears ; 
Only the drop's but half way out, that soon 
Would make way for the rest, held not your eye 
Its crystal door upon it I Lean your head 
Upon the bosom of your friend, and give > 
Your secret veut — for sure you have one, Ina ' 

Jna. Not I ! — Come, take your bow ! — I'll shoot 
with you ! 
My quiver 'gwnat a shaft, I'll be the first 
To hit the mark. Set np the taiget, boy ? 

QBoy ffoei out. 
Now for the eye of the eye. In sooth Tve misi'd 
Wide by a mile — but thou hast shot full home ! 
I've pluck'd it, Edith, flower or weed. If weed, 

! weed most like a flower. — O precious weed ! 
Tliere's not a flower so fair, I'd deem thee graced 
To call thee by its name ! 

Boy {nirmity inj. 
The battle's won I 

1 see our troops come winding up the glen, 
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Their spears and banners wreath'd — a token sure 

Of victory. IGotM out. 

Edith. Let's meet them, Ina -. — Come I 
Why sweet, what's this ? How pale you turn ! How 

Tour little hand ! Nay, now 'tis snow indeed. 
Cold as 'tis white ! Did you not rightly hear? 
He says the battle's won ! 

Jna. I know he does. 

Edith. Is't with such cheeks you listen to such 

This would become the daughter of the foe. 

Ina. The foe ! The foe ! 

Edith, What ! find'at thou something sweet 
In that harsh word, that thou repeat'st it thus ? 

Ina. Harsh word ! now, harsh art thou to call it so ; 
Jara it thine ear 1 there's music in't to mine. 
Stands it for what thoud'st shun ? that's what I'd seek : 
Yea 1 'fore the things that brother, sister, friend — 
Soft titles — stand for • Ina loves a foe ; 
That foe has lost the battle we have won. 
' Edith. Why sweet, where sawest thou this gentle 
foe? 

Ina, Even here. When last the Saxon aBk'd a truce, 
Curious to see their herald, I remain'd 
Behind you in my father's tent. He came ! 
O, with what grace of richest manhood ! Proud 
His gait, yet bearing onwards looks so blaud 
As made all hearts give willing way to him. 
He spake, and I took root to where I stood. 
And 80 did all. Not Guthrum moved : O Edith i 
How should it be with Ina ? Where were her eyes ? 
What were her ears about ? What did her heart ? 
Dost feel it throbbing now ! Tis quiet now 
To what 'twas then I How often have you tried 
To fix your naked eye upon the sun : 
And when you've ta'en it ofT, how has the day. 
From gazing his bright face, been turn'd to night ; 
Flowers, verdure, darken'd ; yea, the orb himself 
From burning gold, grown ink. 'Twaa so with me 
When Bight of him was gone ! Night turn'd to day 
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Again with you — but light's gone out with Ina 
E'er since the day she look'd upon har foe ! 

Edith. Hence, Ino, henca a while 1 your father comra ; 
He must find looks of welcome. 

Ina. HaTS with yon. 
You've won my secret, Edith ! Ouard it for me. 

[_T&egffooat. 

Enter Gstbruu, Amund, Oscab, Haldahe, and Dane*. 

GulA. Halt, comrades, halt ! and change your toil 

And then from rest to feasting ! We'll carouso 
A moon for this tost victory, that learea 
No future foe to front ua. England's won ; 
So thinn'd her sons by this lost overthrow, 
And utterly discomfited, enow 
Remain her not to make another stand 
Durst Alfred rally them — their thronaless king ! 
We shall not need to cross the miun again 
To prop us -with fresh succours. Here well build 
Another Danish kingdom, fairer tax 
Thau what we've left. What, ho there ! bring me wine ; 
I'm thirsty from our march. Ho ! wine, I say ! 
A seat ! Here, in the open air, we'll drink. 
Or ere we part, to our new Denmark. Chief 
And followers shall pledge me. Wine I aay ! 
Writer Otbo. 

OtAo. Guthrum, your priests prepare a sacrifice. 
The God expects his victims, shall he have them ? 

Guth. Take them ! you know the God must have 
his due ! [^Otho ffoet out. 

Give bim the wine ! my thirat^s gone off — yet, no ; 
■Tis fit that I drink first [DrinibJ. To our new Den- 
By Odin ! 'twas a glorious victory ! 
The God deserves his victims — ^he shall have them ! 
Odin's the God of war ! If he drinks blood. 
He has a right. Who dares deny the God 
His victims ? Amund, take the cup 1 We fought 
Uke Odin's sons. I saw you, Amuud, cleave 
In twain a Saxon at a single blow. 
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Am. TAy Lord, 'twaa slight to wliat your falchion did, 
That through the casqued bead and mailed chine 
Made way at one dire wheel ! 

GtitA. Ay, did it bo ? 
I do believe It did 1 No more of that. 
Give me yonr hand, good Amund — for that blow 
Itord of a gallant castle ehalt thou he. 
Pass on the cup to Oscar. Oscar ! ha ! 
Show me thy falchion's edge — Look, Amund, here — 
X saw him keep at once five Saxon swords 
At bay ! Well done ! — Oscar, be sure you sit 
On my right hand at banquet. 

Ok. Mighty chief, 
I mark'd your eye was on me ; 'twas a sword 
That more than balanced all the odds agiunst me ! 
Besides, your arm juat then had turn'd the fight 
That seem'd at first against us. 

GuiA. Was it so? 
I don't remember it. Good Oscar, ask 
What portion of the spoil thou wilt — ^'tis thine ! 

Otho re-enttrs. 

Otho. The victims. Chief, are ready. 

Gitlh. So ! enough ! 

Otko. Eight of them did we take by lot, — the ninth 
Is self-devoted to preserve the life 
Of one, to whom we were about to hold 
The Eatal urn. 

Gvik. Indeed! a chief? 

Otho. The port 
Of both bespeaks them men of proud degree. 

Gvih. Have 'em before us ; we would see them. 
[OiBQ goet oiU.~\ Guthrum 
Loves war ! He'd leave the banquet any time 
To mingle in the fight. He loves a &iend ; 
But more than friend's embrace, he loves the hug 
Foe gives to foe. Yet is not Guthrum cruel ; 
His foe disarm'd he never yet could smite. 
He loves a noble deed, although the sword 
Achieves it not. How say you, friends, were't right 
To sftv« the man, who loves his friend so well, 
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He lays down life for him — althongli a gift 
To Odin ? 

Am. Ere the Prieat his sacred hand 
La^B on the victim, it haa still been lawful 
To snatch him from hia doom ! 

Hal. Behoves him though 
To swear eternal league with Odin's sons. 

Gulh. He'll do it, Haldane ! Ha ! I saw thee 
matched 
In fight, for once. That Saxon found thee, Haldane, 
With two that back'd thee, livelier work than suits 
A sluggard's hand. Thy seconds both weredown. 
"Waa't not ao, Haldane ? And thyself, methinks, 
Madeet rather backward way, when I deapatch'd 
Fresli aid to thee, with charge, at any risk. 
To take thy gallant foe alive. 'Twas you, 
Oscar, that I bo charged. 

Ote. My liege, he Uvea ; 
O'wcome by force that could not make him yield. 
But bore him down to earth, where, aa he lay. 
The strife his fetter'd limbs were forced to drop ; 
His eye continued still, that shot around 
Deadly defiance in the face of death. 

GutA. Foe worthy Guthrum's sword. Waa't not tlie 
herald. 
Last sent us from the Koglish king ? 

Ok. The same. 

Guth. I'd like to see that man again. 

Ok, He's here I 

JSnier Otho, tnth Oswith and Edrio twined. 

Gutk. This he ! — Men's looks reflect their deeds a 
well 
As natures. One of these is he, whose thon^t 
Of lofty friendship overlooks himself. 
When fiz'd on his friend's need — This is the man ! 

Oth/O, It is, my Lord. 

Gutk. Is he thy friend, whose life 
Thou count'st a thing so precious, thon would'st give 
Thine own to purchase it ? 

0*. He is. 
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Gutk. Wbtttrich 
And heavy debt hast tbon incurt'd to him. 
To pay so lai^e retnm as takes thy all ! 

0». And think'at thou friendship barters kindnessea ? 
'Tis not because that euch or such a time 
He help'd iny purse, or stood me thus or thns 
In Btead, that I go bound for him, or take 
Hia quaire! up ! With frienda, all services 
Are ever gifts, that glad the donor most. 
Who rates them otherwise, he only takes 
The face of friend to mask a usurer. 
I give my life for him, not for the service 
He did me yesterday, or any day, 
But for the love I bear him every day, 
Nor ask if he returns ! 

GtUk. Be Guthrum's friend. 
Thou livest, and thy friend for sake of thee. 

Edr. 0, generous proffer ! 

0«. Would'st accept it? 

Edr. Yes. 

0». Then do. 

Gvih. Remove their chains. 

0». first take off his. 

Guih. Now thine ! 

Oe. Long as my country vrears your chains, 
Guthrum, beware how you unrivet mine ; 
For once you set my arm at liberty. 
The thing which first 'twill seek will be a sword. 
To right ray master, royal Alfred's rause — 
And strike my injured country's fetters off 1 

Gvik. Saxon, beware ! The smooth and gentle tide 
Of mercy thwarted, turns a torrent, oft 
O'erwhelming as the raging flood itself 
Of vengeance. 

Ot. Here I stand — let it come down ! 
I care not when or where its fury tushes ! 
fnferlNA oiul EniTH (a»yetunperceivedbyGvTRfivv,liC,) 

Ina. \Aiide to Edith.] 'Tis he ! 

Guth. Is Outhrum braved 1 — Is he the son 
Of Odin !— Marches in his van the God 
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Of War ! — Lies o'er the humbled necks of hoBta 
Of prostrate foes his path ; and brooks he thus 
Defiance, and from one earth sprung — the spawn 
Of the rile clod he treada on ? Stood thy king 
Alfred, of whom thou vaunting epokest, stoo d he 
Where now thou stand'at, his regal eye had follen 
Beneath the frown of Guthnim. 

Of. Not beneath 
The frown of Guthrum's god, were Odin real 
As be is bhied ! 

GuiA. Give him to the Ood ! 

JtM. Father! 

GtuA. Mylna! 

0». Ha ! could I believe 
He was not bom of earth — there were, indeed. 
An argnmeat could make me. 

Guth. I have giren thee 
Thy choice of life or death — ^thou choose^ death. 
And take it. 

Ina. Father! 

Guth. Ah, thou ever art 
My eweet and welcome calm, that glade me, sun-like, 
When summer days are breathless with the joy 
Of his enriching beam. — I'm smooth agun ! 
Not a ruffle ! not a ruffle ! — la he not gone ? Hence 

Ina. No, no, my father ! (^with him ! 

Guih. Would'st thou have me set 
Afoam again ! — Nay, Ina, if I rage, 
Tis not at thee ! — Why start away from me ? 
Come back, and cling to me again l close, close ! - 
My child, beloved and only, tdl me, if 
Thou canst, bow much I iove thee ! 

Otio, Saxon, come. 

Gulh. How, Ina ! 

/no. Thou didst not repeat 
Thy order. 

GutA. But I will. 

/ma. O, apeak to me I — 
Tm glad the fight is o'er. Yon won it soon ! 
You won it safely, else it were not won I 
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How stood tbo plume I Eaaten'd on your crest ? 
Well, well ! How many eyes were on that plume, 
Tossing, as proud it rose the stormy wave 
Of battle, still the more majestical 
The fiercer wax'd the swell ! 

GvtA. My child, my child ! 
Ay, every inch my own.— When thou wast bom, 
I wiah'd a son. I would not give thee now 
For troops of them ! — What, Otho ! — 

Itia. Your scarf! — Is't whole ? 
No, no, a rent is here. Come, take it off. 
False aa it is, you shall not wear't again ! 
I'll knit yon another, every loop of which 
I'll &sten vritii a spell, that it shall prove 
An amulet against the thrust of spear, 
Or strobe of falchion ! 

Outh. So you shall ! Yon make 
A child of your father ! Otho ! 

Ina. Not a wound ! 
For ever in the thickest of the fight. 
And not a wound ! Thank Odin ! Yet I would 
There vrere a slight one— for the 'tending on't .' 
No ! no ! and yet in sooth I would there werel 
I know not what I say ! I prate ! I prate t 
Thank Odin, you are safe ! 

GutA. My girl ! my girl ! 
My idle girl ! my foolish, loving child ! 
My Ina ! What ! and have I won the fight, 
Aud shalt not thou become the richer for't. 
By Odin, but thou shalt ! Come, ask me something ! 
Name me some gift. Come, measure, if thou oanat, 
Thy father's love for thee ! What wilt thou ask ? 
Ask me a kingdom ! Come? 

Ina. No kingdom, father, 
I'd ask of thef^-only one little boon. 

Guth. What is't ? Speak out ! 

Ina. Is't granted ? 

Guth. By the God! 
Out with't— What is't ? What little boon U this 
Which only wants the naming, to be thine 
And yet thou aeem'st to lack the breath to' name. 
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Ina. Is that » rivet of your armour broke ? 
No, no ! 

Gvih. And if it were, no blame to it. 
It tum'd an English javelin. At my feet 
The weapon fell : I Bnatch'd it up ^ain, 
And sent it hissiiig at its master's bead 1 

Enter Soldier. 

Soldier. This packet, found we, Guthmm, in the tent 
Of Alfred. 

Guth. Briog'st no tidings of himself? 
'Tia cOTtaiu that he left the field unhurt ! 
Have they retum'd whom in pursuit of him — 

Soldier. They have. Three days they track'd him ; on 
the fourth 
All trace of him was lost ; but, by report, 
Alone — without a single follower, 
The royal fugitive pursues hie way. 
Broken in hopes, as fortunea. 

Guth. We may chance 
To overtake, or light upon bim yet. 
Give me the paper. 

[^Taixt the packet, and readt. 

Ot. Such things I have heard of — angel forms 
Enchautment raises — mocking fairest things 
Of earth, but fairer — to entrance earth's sons — 
Things they would deem of heaven, though found on 

Which, once beheld, their helpless functions seize 
With ravishment, tliat leaves them hut the power 
To gaze or listen, till no warning effort 
Of reason, or stronger will avails, to tear 
The charmed sense away ! 

Edr. Would I were chained 
Again ! Her pity makes rich freedom poor. 
That can't awaken it. 

Guth. [returning packet,"^ It matters not 
A string of Saxon rliymes. Can Alfred fight ? 
Who flourishes the pen so much, can aoarce 
Be master of the sword ! He plays the harp. 
So they report. The harp ! Give me the strain 
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Of the resounding shield ! Come, Ina, niine 
The boon thou'dst ask, 

Ina. "When thou art happy, -what 
Most wUheet thou ? 

Gutk. That happiness may last. 

Ina. No, no! not that. Thou wishest others 
happy. 

Guth, I do ! I do ! 

Ina. And so do I. When I 
Am happy, I'd have all things Hke me — ^not 
That live and move alone, but even such 
As lack their faculties. Then could I weep, 
That flowers should smile without perception of 
The sweetness they discourse. Yea, into rocks 
Would 1 infuse soft sense to fill them with 
The spirit of sweet joy, that everjithing 
Should thrill as I do. Then, were I a queen, 
I'd portion out my realms among my friends, 
Unatud my crown for strangers, and my coffers 
Empty in purchasing from foes their frowns, 
Till I had bought them out ; that all should be 
One reign of smiles around me. I am happy 
To-day — to-day, that brings thee back to roe. 
The hundredth time, in triumph and in safety ! 
This day, that smiles so bounteous upon Ina, 
She'd wish to smile e'en upon Ina's foe — 
Let not the Saxon die ! 

Gvih. He lives ! — My child ! 
What makes thee gasp ? 

Ina. How near — how near to you 
Was death that day ! 'Twas well for Ina that 
Your armour proved so true. She had not else 
A father now to ask a boon of, and 
To get it soon as ask'd ! 

Guth. He lives thy slave ! 
Had he been wise, ho now were Quthrum's friend. 

Ina. His chains — 

Gvik. 'Tis thine to take them offer not. 
What Quthrum gives, he gives ! He is thy slave. 
Come Saxon, thou art free ! 

QGuTHRUM and Ch*^ go out. 
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£tfr. Wottld I were ohMn'd 
Again. L^"'^ <**"- 

Ot, I gaze, and with my tranced eyes 
Drink magic in. I know it, still I gaze. 
And yet can bane rende in aught so sweet ? 
Can poison lodge in that consnmmate flower, 
Which blends the virtues of all blooming things. 
And with the wealth of its fair neighbourhood. 
Enriches yery barrenness, that near it 
Grows sightly, e'en, and sweet ? 

Ina. How's this, my Edith 7 
My wish obttun'd, I tremble to eigoy ; 
I need hut apeak the word, and ke is free : 
Yet, there I let him stand in shackles still. 
Whose chains to doff, were there no other way, 
I'd go in bonds myself. — Sweet) be my tongue ; 
Bid them ranove his chains. 

Edith. Unbind him, there 1 

Soldier. My hand is nseless, tram the fight to-day. 

Ina. Try yon. 

Edith, ipyingloiakeoff'hitchaim.'l Itbafflesme! 
It hath a knack 
I am not mistress of. — Will you not try ? 

[IsA apprtxuAei, and taieet off Aii ^mm. 
YouVe done't. — Why, what's the matter with yon, 

Ina? 
Hast put his fetters on, that here yon stand 
As though bereft of motion ? Bonse thee, Ina ! 

Ina. 0, for a minute, Edith, in thy bosom. 
To weep there ! Ay, to weep 1 — to shed snch tears 
As shower down smiling cheeks, when sudden joy 
Pours in to the o'erfiUing of the heart. 
That look'd not for't, and knows not what to do 
With aU its treasure ! 

Q». I do feel it still ! 
SUIl do I feel the touch of her fair hand ! 
How passing fur ! The driven snow itself 
Might make as white a one ; but then, again. 
As cold as that is glowing ! Who will loose 
The fetters it puts on? Or, who that wean them, 
Would ngh for the embrace of liberty ! 



.,, Google 



! GRBAT. 339 

Truth ! honour ! all is lapsed. O, for a foe 
To taunt me now ! — 0, for a flooiish of 
The Danish trump — or would their baimera come 
And flout me ! 

Ina. Saxon, will you follow ua ? 

Oi. I come, Bweet maid ! What wn I but your slave. 
To follow, though I leave aU else that's bright ? 

{Tli^ $0 out. 



—A teild tract of Cminlty on the border o/* a 
Wood. 



Ertter Euwim, 

Con. No farther ! 

EU. Yes! 

Con. Alaa ! I can no more. 
My lapsed strength conatraina my limbs to play 
The trutor to you ! 

Eh. What! and thou foil off? 
Well ! I am left at last alone ! Old man. 
Think not that I'd upbnud thee. Thanks to thee 
For what tbou'et done, for what thou canst not do 
No blame to thee, bat pity for thee ! More 
I know my desolation is thy loss 
Than mine ! back, prithee, to the hut we've left ; 
Thou hast strength enough to crawl there. 

Con. What I have 
ni turn to worthier profit. [_Maket a vtoknt tffort, and 

maiehet hold of her robe.2 Oh ! my loved, 
3fy hononr'd mistress ! do not tempt these wilds, 
Where hunger turns its aching eyes around 
In vain ! where prowls perchanoe the savi^ wolf ! 
Where— 
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Elt. Peace ! talk terror to tbe dead ] Not leea 
Would'et thou be heeded, I've a heart as dull. 
Except one fear — one hope — to find my Alfred, 
Or search for him in vaio. There I'm alive ! 
There only ! Counsel should not come from thee, 
Whose tongue persuaded what thy arm enforced, 
Desertion of my child ! whose fate to avert, 
A mother's duty 'twas ; or, else, to share I 
And DOW thou'dst iirge desertion of his »re I 
1 wonder not thy limbs are weak — thy heart 
Not in the cause ! and yet it is a King's ! 
But thou'rt hia subject only ; I'm his wife — 
So doubly — trebly true. Back to the hut ! 
They'll take compassion on thee ! Fare thee well ! 

C<m. Nay, pause in mercy I See who comes — alas ! 

Should they be Danes ! — Yon thicket will conceal us — 

For thy own safety I — come ! — Alas, the help 

I'd give, I stand myself in need of most ! QTAtiy retire. 

Enter Edwk, Arthur, and other Saxoru. 

Edwy. We've rounded now the forest on the East, 
And by the sun, our friends should meet ns sooa 
Who gird the other side. A halt a while. 

Arth. But should we meet the King — if still he lives 
Nor yet is captured, as 'tis rumour'd — he 
May pass our band unknown ; by none of us 
Ever beheld except at distance, when 
He marshall'd us, to lead us 'gainst the foe. 
Elswith rvahei Jiirieard. 

Eli. Seek ye your King f 

Edioy. Who art thou ? 

El*. I'll be your leader 
Until you find him 1 

Arth. She's distracted. 

Edwy. Yes. 
That can't be reason's light which shines so strong 
In her unquiet eye — that misses naught, 
Yet rests on nothing 1 

Elt. I command you, Sirs, 
Oq your allegiance follow me. Obey 
Your Queen ! 
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Jrth. Our Qneen T 

Edwy. You nmrk ! A Queen indeed, 
If frenzy ever made one ! Arthur, come. 
Our friends will mock na, aliould they chance to reach 
The point agreed, upon before ns. 

[|Edwy and party go out. 

El». SUy! 

Con. ^Appearing, and gtruggling U> advance.^ Stay, 
countrymea ! It is indeed your Queen, i 
Alaa! they hear me not ! my tongue hath wax'd 
Ab feeble aa my liml>s. QLsawa aga\n»t a tree. 

Eh. Why, let them go .' 
They are not half the band that I have here 
In loyalty to my liege, wedded lord ! 
With that I'll seek him, under Heaven's high guard ! 
Yea, though I search the quarters of the foe! 
In that find strength— find courage I That my food, 
My rest ! Farewell, old man ! Heaven shelter thee ! 
And be thy miatreae' guide ! [Gow out. 

Con. Stay! — Hear me !- Stay ! 
Ill drag my limbs along to follow thee. ^Goe$ out. 



SCENE 11.— A Hut. 

Ah^KED diteovetvd trimming some arrows, vrith aa unfinished 
bom beside him — Maudb kneading jlmir for cakes. 
Maude. ^Astde."} Ay, there he's at liia work ! if work 
that bo 
Which spareth toil. He'll trim a shaft, or shape 
A bow with any archer in tlie land, 
But ndther can he plough, nor aow ! — I doubt 
If he can dig — I am sure he cannot reap — 
He has hands and arms, but not the use of them ! 

Alf. Yonr will ? 

Maude. Would thou couldst do my will 
Aa readily as ask it ! Gfo to the door ; 
And look if Edwin come?. Dost see him ? 

Alf. No. 
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Maude. Bad omen that! Hell bring an empt/ 

Else were ke home ere now. Put on more wood ; 
And lay the loga on end ; yon'll learn in Ume 
To make a fire. Why, what a Htter'a tliere, 
With trimming of your shafts that never hit ! 
Ten days ago you kilfd a sorry buck; 
Since when your quiver have you emptied thtice, 
Nor ruffled hair nor feather. 

Alf. If the game 
Are Bcarce and sby, I cannot help it. 

Maude. Out I 
Yonr aim I wot is shy, your labour scarce ; 
There's game enow, would'st thou but hunt for them ; 
And when yon find them, bit them. What ezpect'et 
To-day for dinner ? 

A^. What Heaven sends \ 

Maude. Suppose 
It sends ns nought t 

A^. Its wiU be done ! 

Maude. Yon'd starve ; 
So would not I, knew I to bend a bow, 
Or cast a line. See if thou bast the skill 
To watch these cakes, the while they toast. 

Alf. ril do 
My best. 

Maude. Nor much to brag of; when all's done ! 

[^Goet out. 

Alf. \t(iha7\ This is the lesson of dependence. Will 
Thankless, that brings not profit ;— labour spum'd, 
That sweats in vain ; and patience ta^d the more. 
The more it bears. And taught unto a king — 
Taught by a peasant's wife, whom fate hath made 
Her sovereign's monitress. She little knows 
At whom she rails ; yet is the roof her own ; 
Nor does she play the housewife grudgingly. 
Give her her humour I So I How stands the account 
'Tvrixt me and fortune \ — We are wholly quits ! — 
She dress'd me — She has stripp'd me I— On a throne 
She placed me — She has struck me from my seat ! 
Nor in the respect where sovereigns share alike 
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With Aoae tbe^ rule, was she less kind to me— 

Less cruel ! ^gb she £ll'd for me the cnp 

Of blisB connnbitd — She has emptied it ! 

Parental lore she set before me too, 

And bade me banquet ; scarce I tasted, ere 

She snatch'd the feast away ! My qneen — My child ! — 

Where ore they ? 'Keatfa the ashes of my castle ! 

I sat upon their tomb one day — one night ! 

Then first I felt the thraldom of despair. 

The despot he I He would not let me weep 1 

There were the fountains of my tears as dry 

As they had fever flow'd ! My heart did swell 

To bursting ; yet no ugh would he let forth 

With Tent to give it ease. There had I sat 

And died — But Heaven a stronger tyrant sent — 

Hunger — that wrench'd me from the other's grasp, 

And draggfd me hither ! — This is not the lesson 

I set niy^^ to con ! 

Se-^tter MxunE. 

MauJe, Tis noon, and yet 
No ugn of Edwin t Dost thou mind thy task f 
Xiook to't ! and when the cakes are fit to turn, 
Call, and 111 come ! 

Alf. Ill turn them, dame. 

Maude. You will 1 
You'll break them ! — Know I not your handy ways ? 
I wonld not suffer thee put finger to them ! 
Call, when 'tie time ! You'll turn the cakes, forBOotli ! 
As likely thou could'st make the cakes as tnm them ! 
IGoa out. 

Mf- So much for poverty 1 Adversity's 
The nurse for Kings ; — but then the palace gates 
Are shut against her ! — They would else have hearts 
Of mercy oft'ner — gems not always dropp'd 
In fortune's golden cup. What thought hath he 
How hunger warpeth honesty, whose meal 
Still w^ted ou the hour ? Can he perceive 
How nakedness converts the kindly milk 
Of nature into ice, to whom each diange 
Of season — ^yea, each shifting of the vrind, 
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Presents his fitting suit ? Knows be the Btonn 
That makes the valiant quail, who hears it only 
Through the safe wall — its voice alone can pierce ; 
And there talks comfort to him with the tongue, 
That bids, without, the shelterless despair? 
Perhaps he marks the mountain wave, and smiles 
So high it rolls !^while on its fellow hangs . 
The fainting seaman glaring down at death 
In the deep trough below ! I will extract 
Riches from penury ; from sufierings 
Coin blessings ; timt if I assume again 
The sceptre, I may be the more a king 
By being more a man ! 

Maude re-enters, goe* tmeardt the Jire, Hftt the caket, goa 
to Alfred, and holdf them to him. 

Mattde. Is this your care? 
Ke'er did you dream that meal was made of com. 
Which is not grown until the earth be plough'd; 
Which is not gamer'd up until 'tis cut ; 
Which is not fit for use until 'tis ground ; 
Nor used then till kneaded into bread ? 
Ne'er knew you this ? It seems you never did. 
Else had you known the value of the bread ; 
Thought of the ploughman's toil ; the reaper's sweat ; 
The miller's labour ; and the housewife's thrift ; 
And not have left my barley oakee to bum 
To very cinders t 

Alf. I forgot, good dame. 

Maude. Forgot, good dame, forsooth ! You ne'er 
forgot 
To eat my barley cakes ! f JCtuiat.^ Open the door ! 

Maude tet* the cake* en the table, tohere the had been knead- 
ing them; Alwrxd operu the door. 
Alf. An aged man ! 
Maude. Come in — {Renter an old Man.] What vraot 

Old Man. Food! 

Maude. Want calls on want, when yon look here 

for food 1 
Old Man. Good dame, to say I have not tasted food 
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Since morning yesterday, ia not to apeak 
My need more urgent than it is. 

Maude. Whttte'er 
Tliy need, we cannot minister to it — 
Seek richer qiiartera. 

Alf. Stay ! He's in the gripe 
Of straiteet want. There''8 food, and give it him ! 

Maude. Ay, when we've scanty stock for three days 

jilf. "We breakfasted this morning ; yeatemight 
We supped, and noon ere then had seen na dine. 
Since yestermom he has not touched a meal ! 
Whoever lacks food 'tis now his turn to eat. 
This portion would be mine — I'll go without t 
Here ! — Here ! — Good dame, the hand which gave ua 

that 
Will not more sparing of its bounty be 
For using thus its gift ! The hand that fed 
So many thousands n'ith what only seem'd 
Provisiou for a few, could also make 
The remnant answer us for many a meal ! 

Old Man. atrong in futh ! — In mercy rich ! 
Whoe'er 
"Tiou art, that hand is with thee ! Wast thou great. 
And art thou now brought low ? 'Twili make thy fall, 
Thy rise — thy want, abundance — thy enduringa, 
Enjoyings — and thy desolation, troops 
Of friends, and lovers countless ! Does the storm 
Hold on ? Ne'er heed it ! There's the sun behind. 
That with effulgence double shall break through. 
And make thee cloudless day ! \_Goet out. 

Maude. A poor man's wiah. 
They say, is better than a rich roan's gift. 
If bouae and lands thou'st lost, I would not aay 
But thou may 'at get them back t^ain, with roof 
Enlarged and acres giown. Yet landa and house 
To come, are not so good as bread in hand. 
And that tbon'at given away. — If Edwin speeds 
No better than he did yesterday !^ 

Jl/. Ne'er fear— 
These arrows when I've trimm'd, and strung this bow, 
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Ill find thee out a garner in these wilda 
To drese the table still ! 

Maude. I'd rather trust 
.A peck of barley meal to furnish it ! 

Edtein [jmithouf\. What, hoa! withiu ' 

Maude, 'Tis Edwin's voice ! 

EdiEin [withoia]. Withio ! 
Open the door ! 

Maude. Thank Providence, his hands 
Have something else to do ! \Opm» the door. 

Edtein [enterinff with a taeiQ. Proviwon, wife ! 
A month's subsistence t Take it in, and ply 
Thy housewifery ; for fiienda nrnst eat of it^ — 
Guests sure of welcome who supply the board 
They ask their hosts to spread. A gallant troop 
Of countrymen, for common safety link'd. 
And wand'ring through the land, with hopes, they 

say, 
To learn some tidings of their king ; and if 
They find him, list themselvea beneath his banner, 
And face the Dane again. QMahdb ffoet out. 

Alf. \iAiide.^ The land's not lost 
That's left a son to struggle for't< The king 
Has yet his throne, that's firmly seated in 
His people's hearts. 

Eduiin \_goinff to the door}. In ! in ! 

Enter Eobbrt, Kknuick, Arthur, Edwy, Oswy, and 
othergy various!}/ armed. 
Eg. Thanks, Wend ! 
Edtein. No thanks. 
You're guests the frugal'st host might entertain. 
Who cater for yourselves. Bit down. The board 
Shall soon be covered. 

Eff. And we have a cnp 
To cheer it with, with richer beverage 
Than what the fountain yields, replenish'd. Bring 
A £agon, worthy host- 
Ken. [_Ande to Abtb.^ Commend him to 
A coverM board and brimming cup I He's fit 
To play the leader there ;— bnt he's no head 
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For men like ub, that rise betimes from meat, 
And wish for bney hands. I'm weary on't ! 

Arth. [Ande to Ken.] And so am I ! and trart me, 
of our minds 
Are many more. 

Ken To lead a life of shifts 
That we may dine in safety ! FIl no more on't ! 
Give me a skirmish ! 
Arth. TeU him so. 
Ken. I will. 
Ere I tonoh food again. ^B^wmt mth Arte. 

Eg. {to Alf. 3 Is it a bow 
You shape ? 
Alf. It is. 

Eff. I pray yon show it me. 
Alf, {iliting and eominff forV!ard.'\^Gto. 
Eg. [Struck with the appearawe o/"Alf,] F(»giTe 

me that I called you from yotir seat. 
Alf. No wrong ia done where none ia meant. 
^. You make 
The wrong the greater, ao excusing it 
Lodge yon beneath this toof ? 
Alf. I do. 

Eg. [_Aiuk.^ I've met 
With men whose faces utter histories, 
That 8e«ng them I could tell their course of life — 
Whether on ocean or on land — ^uneven 
Or smooth — almost what perils they hod run. 
Or incidents of happy fortune seen. 
Now his is one of them. 
Alf. You'd see the bow ? 

Eg. [mechanically UJdng, and almott at the lame 
time returning it.~\ Your pardon. 

QAlf. returru to kit teat. 

Enter Maudb, viith cakes, ahieh the Iay» (nt the UUile, vMie 
one Iff Esbebt's farlly eatert witA a fagon, and eete it 

Maude. This bread will serve till more is ready, 
friends. [Gn> out. 

Eg. &t down. 
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Kea, Sit down who will, Fll not nt down. 

ArtA. Nor I. 

One. Nor I. 

Eff. Why ? what'a amlBB ? 

Ken. We loathe 
To lead thU wary life. The very deer 
Confess the covert irksoma, and at times 
Betake them to the plain. 

Eff. Not when they hear 
The hunters are abroad 1 Sit down ! Sit down ! 

Ken. We'll not ut down, till 'tie determined who 
Shall head the tahle. 

Eff. I shall head it 

Ken. Ay? 

Edwy. And wherefore shonld he not ? 

Ken. Go to ! Go to I 
You queatioQ far too bold for one ao young. 

Edwy. I question in the right, and ao am bold 
Far less than thou, that question'at in the wrong. 

Ken. The wrong ! Thon'rt but a boy ! 

Edrcy. The boy that proves 
Himself a man, does all a man can do. 

Ken. Beware thou dost not prove thyself on me, 
Hy metal's temper'd — thine at best but raw. 
Before thy chin exchanged its coat of down 
For one of manlier fashion, I had shown 
A beard in twenty fields. 

Eff. No more of this ! 
The post by lot is mine. I got it not 
Of mine own_choice ; nor yet by partial leave. 
It fell to me. It might have f^len to you, 
To him, or him — to any one — and then — 
No matter I I^ by fearing to bo rash. 
And ovra^oot the mark, my shaft hath lit 
Cer-short on't, I am content a better bow 
Should lead the game. 

Edvnf. It shall not be ! Well have 
No otlier leader ! Sides, Sirs, sides ! 

Ken. Corae on 1 , 
When they've such stomach for*t, 'tWOTO strange if we 
Lack'd appetite. Come on ! 
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Alf. ^Ruthin^ in beia>een them (u they are on the point 
of entounterinff.'] Hold! Stop 1 Which ride's 
The Dane t I stand for England I Can it be? 
You're Saxons all ! What ! Are your foes so few 
You make ones of each other? Fie, Sirs ! Fiel 

Arth. [to Ken.] Who's he ? 

£>». I know not. 

Alf. Q(oKen.] You're a soldier ? 

Km. Yes. 

Alf. Whose sword is that you draw ? 

Ken. My own. 

A^. Your country's 1 
You took it, with an oath to use it 'gainst , 

Her foes, and do you turn it on her sons ? 
For shame I 

Art&. Why bear you his rebuke ? 

Alf. [to Arte.] And you? 

Arth. A soldier too. 

Alf. QtoOsw.] And you? 

Otie. The same. 

Alf. Beneath whose banner shot you anow last 7 

Arth. and Otvf. The king's. 

Alf. And take you aim at the king's liege ? 
As well the king himself ! What ! do you stand 
With grasped weapons still 1 Or do you look 
For signal here 1 — Old soldier, why is this ? 
Is't thus yon use your battle-temper'd sword ? 
Is that the rust of Danish blood upon 't t 
These hacks — are they the thrusts of Danish blades ? 
Ne'er hath it met the foe that masterM it ? 
Ne'er hath it fail'd the friend that cali'd upon it ? 
Still did it guard thy country while it coidd ? 
Yet would it hack thy King, did he command? 
And would'st thou tarnish it ? QKbn, hanfft hit head. 
The field, the field. 

Yon drew it last in ?— ha 1 You start at that I 
Itemember you who won that field ? You do ! 
His sbout is in thine ear again I Thine eye 
Beholds him Bcattering carnage through the ranks 
Of those that fled I — The Saxon then was down ! — 
What ! tighten you your grasp, till with the strain 
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Your weapon trembles 7 Keep it f(ff the Dane, 
And put it Htainless up I 

Q|Cbk. ihtcuhet kit tword — Arth. and Osw. uabmd 
their bow* — The re*t follow the example. 

Eg. \A»idB.'\ What man ia this, 
That lacks all ugn and title of command. 
Yet all obey? 

Editn/. We're friends again. 

Ken. Content. 

Eg. A cup, then, to our making up. — Sit down. — 
A pledge for concord, friends — The king I 

AU. The king! 

^g. I pray you, Edwy, sing those rhymes for ns, 
You've strung bo well, and we so love to hear. 

Edwy. Right willingly ; though homely be the verse, 
I dare he sworn was ne'er more rich in heart. 

lSingt.2 
When circling round the festire board 

The onp is M'd the behest. 
And one and all their love record 

For him their thoughts the nighest — 
Who onna the name their lipa pronounce, 

WhUa Touching teac-dropB spring, Sirs, i 

In eyes he does not see ? At once 

ni tell you—Here's " The King," Sirs ' 



And England did what England could. 

And fote alone betray'd her — 
Who was the foremost to advance. 

The first a spear to fiing. Sirs, 
The last to qnit the field ? At once 

111 tell yon— Here's " The King," Sirs ! 
And, now, when o'er the prostrate laud 

The spoiler roams reaiatless, 
And Vengeance fears to lift her brand, 

And Hope almost is listless — 
Whence does the beam of solace glance, 

The song of heart'niug ring. Sirs, 
And promise freedom yet ? At once 

I'll tell you— Here's " The Kmg," Sin ! 
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Eg. Well sung. 

Edwy, Wliat's well intended, soarce comes short, 
Howe'er performance halts — I did lay best. 

Al/. My heart o'erflows ! — I shall betray myaelf ! 
What coidd my palac« hoast to vie with this ? 
Not for its carved roof would I exchange 
These rafters, 'ueath wliose shelter, vanquish'd, stripp'd 
Of crown and aceptre, I am stilt a king — 
My people's hearts my throne 1 

Eff. What trumpet's that ? 

Arth. [Goinff to the door.'} Ill see. 

Ken. I know. 

Eg. Whose is it? 

Km. 'Tie the Dane's. 
I know his flourisli wdl. Let's out, and meet him ! 
Is't not the Dane ? QTo Asth., who retarm. 

Arth. It is. They're close upon us ! — 
A quick retreat I — Their numbers double ours. 

^AU itart up eaxtpt Alf. 

Alf. No more ? 

Arth. No more ! — What can we, one to two ? 

£AlF. rwM, looks tternly at him/or a moment, and 
goet out hattily, in an oj^>oiite direction. 

Eg. Why goes he ? 

Ar^. Tor his safety to provide, 
Let us proYide for ours by instant flight. 

Ken. He's not the man to fly ! My life upon it, 
He'll never turn his back upon the foe I — 
I told you BO ! 

f Alp, return* armed tcith a tteord and target. 

Alf. What distance ofTs the Dane f 

ArlA. Scarce half a mile by this. 

Alf. [To Aimtel/.] The wood's to pass. 
Unseen we can approach, and set upon them. 
All unprepared for us. Divide your band ! 

[_Th^ tneehanicallg obey kim, alternately holang 
at each other and at Alfrbd, wiih an expretiitm 
g/ wonder and inquiry. 
Half with your leader go ; and half with me ! 

[Eo. meehanieally head* one of the divieiont. 
Oars be it to charge 1 They're sure to waver. Then 
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Our ahout your sigoal be to secoad us I 
My bonnding heart presages victory ! 
And so I eee does youre, old soldier. Come, 
There be our first trust ; and our second here ! 
Say, woiild yoti bock your king t Then follow him ! 
[Alfred and Eg. go out, the rett enthuMogtically 
follotein^. 



SCENE III.— rA« Country, interfper»ed with Wood. 
Enter Oddone, Edgab, Chief*, and Soldier*. — Edsab 
bearing the standard of the Bajin. 
Od. Halt, comrades ! Here well take our noon's 

This velvet award will be our pleasant conch. 
To rest us from our toil. And lose not heart ! 
We'll find our Alfred yet ! What, though onr seaiwh 
Has hitherto proved vain ? When look'd for least 
Perchance we'll Ught upon him. Fortune's smiles, 
Like fortune's frowns, Trhen once they come, come thick. 
Our expedition fairly has begun. 
Fairly proceeded, and will fairly end. 

Edg. Know you these parts ? 

Od. Eight well. You stand in Merma ; 
Where, as that aged lonely man surmised, 
A monarch's head beneath a peasant's roof 
Contented shelters. [iSAowi,] Hark ! the cry of onset ! 
From thence it comes ! Guard you the spoil ! The rest, 
That choose it, follow me 1 

[Odddnb and Saaxntgo out — Edgar and Saaxnu 

E^. Hie after them. 
And bring me word what's passing. If the Dane, 

[Soldier ffo«g out. 
My life upon't again he bites the dust ! {_SAoutt. 

Another shout ! The contest's close at hand ! 
I bear the clashing of their weapons, — Welt ? 

[Soldier re-aiter*. 
Soldier. The Dane is overthrown ! Our countrymen 
Alone achieved the victory ! He fled, 
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£re iiill vre came in sight. Some maa of note 
Is added to our band, for soon as met 
Our mighty chief embraced him ! 

fnterOsDUKB, Alfred, EoBHBT', and Par{jr,irU&OoDUNE's 
Jbliomng, 

Od. Countrjrmen, 
Behold your king ! 

Alf. jtise ! rim 1 my gallant friends. 
We're brothers struggling in one common caose. 
And by heaven's high appointment haply met 1 

Od. Haply indeed 1 Thns at your feet I lay 
The standard of the Dane ! 

\Taket tk« Danitk ttandard from Edq. and layt 
it at Alfred's feet. 

Alf. What ! more success ! 
My foithful Earll what chance has brought thee hithert 
"Whence comest thou ! 

Od. From my castle, which the Danes 
Beset, commanded by the brother chie& 
Hinguar and Hubba, by whose sister's skill 
Was wrought that standard, call'd their fatal Hafen, 
Whose ominous device, they idly feign'd, 
Upon the eve of victory would flap 
Its magic-woven wings. It secm'd, indeed. 
As if death rode upon them, marking ue 
His prey ; for famine plied us worse within. 
Than e'en the foe without. But 'twas a friend 
Severe to us for our good ; despairing succour. 
And aU munition gone, at night we made 
A sally, all resolved to cut our way 
Through the enemy, or perish sword in hand ! 
The Dane was unprepared — before our march 
Startled his ear, our swords were at his breast ! 
My liege, you may believe, the weapons which 
Despair first drew were wielded now by hope ; 
Escape was certain ; but would he escape 
Whom danger woo'd with chance of victory ? 
We fought for it ; and won it ! 

Alf. Fair exploit t 

Od. Of fairer yet, the news of our success, 
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My liege, pvee hope. Such numbers throng'd to ns 
Upon our march, the handful, that I thouf^bt 
To greet you with, baa awell'd into a boet — 
Brave Tolunteere, whose pay's the leave to aerre. 
My lit^e, your queen and aon ? 

Alf. Odduue, forbear ! 
The Dane has buried them — They sleep beneath 
The mins of thy master's castle, in 
The flames of which they perish'd, Oddune ! From 
A dj^g follower I leam'd it ! Learu'd, 
That treason led the accttrsed assailants on ! 
If lips that speak for the last time speak truth, 
Edric has proved a trutor ! Queen and child. 
Except my country, Oddune, I have none — 
That, now, is Alfred's all !— His all, for which 
Alone he cares to live I Now, could we learn 
The state and numbers of the enemy, 
A blow might soon be struck — Oddune ! — 

Od. My liege. 

Alf. [foAtflUf^.^ No— that were doubtful — Oddune; 

Od. Well, my liege ? 

Alf. ito him»el/.2 And so were that ! 

Od. My liege, you spoke just now. 

Alf. Anon, my Oddune ! Make the attempt my- 
self ? 
Yes ! Life and empire on this cast I'll stake ! 
But how provide myself? There is a place 
In the glen where, of its shaggy vesture scant. 
Its sides stand bare, and their huge ribs expose 
Of solid rock ; so ^ddy steep vrithal, 
That down direct &om the precipitous verge 
You many fathoms look. — There have I mark'd 
A lonely wight at the bottom couch'd, with harp 
Playincr to the idle echoes by the hour. 
Admiring how they mock'd him — I will use 
That harp ! — will use it to expel the foe, 
That thrust its master from the shining hall 
To the dim cavem-cell ; spill'd his beap'd dish — 
O'ertum'd bis cup, from &ii sides running o'er. 
And cast him, with that golden song of his. 
To roots and water,— Edwy, speak with me ! 
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Wilt be awhile companion to thy king, 
Though to share danger with him ? 

Edu>y. To share death. 

A^. Your hand ! My friends, our cotmtry must be 
free! 
My trusty Oddnne, wonder not, although 
You've found your king, to lose him for a time. 
This list of trusty chiefs, with whom, through means 
I need not name to thee, I have kept up 
Intelligence, will show thee whom to warn 
Of thy success. Summon them to repur 
To Selwood forest, there to meet their king. 
There shall we meet again, my gallant friends I 
Your hands, my chiefs 1 Soldiers, our hearts embrace I 
Farewell! Be strong in hope ! The land's not lost 
That's left a son resolved to do her right ; 
And here are troops of sons, and loyal ones ! 
Confirm the stirring spirit of the time 
Till it o'erspread the realm ; tho which throughout 
With swiftest expedition bear the call 
That to ber rescue rouses those that love her ! 
Strong in her children should a mother be I 
Shall ours be helpless that has sons like us ? 
God save out native land, whoever pays 
The ransom that redeems her 1 — though the king ! 
There king and subject side by tnde shall stand ! 
Stand by your king, your king will stand by you ! 

[Alp. and Eowr ffo out, Od. and the other* 
teteralli/. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— .The iruide of GutArum'i Tent. 



Enter Guthbuu and Edrio. 

Guth. I swear a royal booty ! Thou hast done 
Great service to the Dane. Witli these supplies 
No need to forage. Here we'll sit at ease, 
And rest ua from the war. 

Edr. No rest for me ! 
Far richer holds than those which I surprised 
And plunder'd, at my master'a feet shall lay 
Their treasure and munition. 

GirfA. At thy fiiend's ! 
Call me not master ! Call me father ! Think 
To thy first expedition what we owe ! — 
The capture of the royal Saxon's son, 
The heir of Alfred. 

Edr. Would his queen, aa well, 
Were now within thy power ! — But she escaped. 
Or perish'd in the flamea. 

GiUh. Come, Edric! — speak; 
Wliat shall I give thee to reward the love, 
That so hath labour'd to enrich me ? Come, 
Ask what thou wilt, by Odin it is thine. 

Edr. Thou badest me call thee father. With f 
leave 
Give me the right to hail thee by that title : 
I ask thy daughter's hand. 

GwA. I give it thee. 
Seek her, and bring her hither. 

Edr. For that boon 
Command my blood ! Ay, every drop of it. 

Enter Haldane. 
HaL My Lord, a Saxon minstrel is without : 
The string he touches with a master's hand ; 
And aa ha plays, a youth, that wtdts upon him, 
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i^gt to hia harp rare tales of loTe and war 
As ever ear did list to. 

Gulk. Bring him in. 

fHALDANE^ef out, andretumi leitA Alfred, fal- 
lomed by Edwt. Gdthbifm, wAo had $at down, 
itruck by the deportment of Alfred, ritei. 

Guth. Ha ! who art thoa ? What art thou ? 

Alf. I'm the bard ! 
The Bon of iantasy ! 

Whoee world's o' the air — to mortal vision else 
Innpalpable — a paragon to this — 
Where he communea with forms, whose radiancy 
Ontshinea the lustre of earth's fairest things; 
"Whose title, from above, earth can't confer 
Or take away \ Whose smile is coveted 
By beauty — valour — their bright mirror, where 
They see themselves more bright ! Whose tributaries 
Are kings themselves ! Their gorgeous state but serves 
.To swell his strain, that doth emblazon them 
Beyond their deeds or titles. 

Guth. Well replied; 
I like thy answer better that 'tis bold. 
Sit down, sit down. — A sample of your skill. — 
Thou spokest of beauty now, — what canst thou say 
In praise of it 1 

Alf. {to himtelf.'] Thanks to the tender hand 
That guided mc to con the minstrel's lore, 
And treasure't in my heart ! 

Guth. Let's taste thy skill. 

Alfred. 
Would'st thou know what beauty is % 

Beauty is the queen of sighs ! 
Not a heart but owneth this, 

Proud or humble, light or wise. ' 

Crowned goblets some desire ; 

Some to see the banquet spread : 
Some prize shining gold ; and h^her 

Valne some the shinmg deed ; 
Safety's licem'd a gem by some ; 

Danger some a jewel call ; 
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Some to power deure to come ; 

But beauty b the prized of all I 
Well the Bard her praise may Mug — 

Of hia Boul-enlrancing lyre, 
She commands the master'String, 

That which lends it eiU its fire ! 
Waatiog which he could not sing — 
Rhymeless, numberless, might be, 
Nor e'er had won a name for deathless minatrelay. 

Gutk. Bight well thou provest thy title to thy name. 
What does the youth that waits upon thee? 

Alf. Sing, 
The while I play. 

Guth. We'll heax him at the banquet. 
Thou art not old — and yet thou look'st not young ; 
Tliy brow with wisdom graver than with yeais — 
I'd talk with you ; for great, unlese I err, 
Your skill in lore, we little care to search 
Whose school's the battle-field. Attend me ! Come. 
[EieeuiU. 



SCENE II.— A tequ^atered rural *fot near lAsCoB^. 
Enter Ina (leading Ethbliied), Edith, and Boy. 

Edith. Your little charge is a fiur healthful plant, 
Whose thriving looks bespeak your careful tending. 
How strong is infancy in its helplessness ! 
Of all that dwelt within the hold where he 
Was found, no soul, they say, was spared but him, 
Howe'er they pray'd for mercy ! 

Ina. Little praise 
To him that saved him ! Edric's treacherous heart 
Can own no touch of mercy I Know you not 
The boy is Alfred's son ? His hold it was. 
Which Edric with niy father's host beset, 
When found the chief this boy. Go on before, 
We'll follow you ; and mind you spare no pains 
To humour him, {To Boy, wkogoeg ottttottA Eth. 

I should not love thee, boy ; 
Thy race is Ina's bane ! 
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Edith. Why sa/Bt thou so t 
The Saxon loves tbee, Ina. 

Ina. Lovea me ? 

Ediih. Yes! 
What, though hia passion is not on his tongne ; 
His heart is full of it. It speaks in ngha — > 
Love's proper words. Ne'er plainer spoke to ear. 

Ina. Nay, tell me not. His heart is stone to me I 
He fflghs ! but 'tis for freedom ! 

Ediih. 'Tis for you I 
How love is blind to what it pines to see I 
You think him atone ; belike so thinks he you. 
Look at thyself, at once thou see'st him ! 
Your eyes at parting, that stnun after him, 
At meeting, feast on any other thing ; 
Tour tongne that, when he hears not, rings with him, 
In his hearing's noteless, as it ne'er knew sound. 
For too strong love, fab love's accounted none. 

Ina. I tell tbee, no ! His thoughts abide not here. 
They're with his countrymen, some daughter fair 
Of whom he loves — not Ina. Be it so. 
The cheek I love shall smile, though not on me ; 
The bird I'd keep with me I will let go, 
plaining the bondi^e that would kill with doating. 
He's free — my father gives him liberty. 

EditA. And what for thee ? 

Ina, To die, like a poor flower 
That lives with only gazing on tJie Bun ; 
But from her radiant lord too long shut out 
By the cold cloud, in silence bangs her head, 
And dies a smiling death [ 

Edith. He comes. 

Ina. Alas! 
For the last time. 

OswiTH entert, pere^eing Ina. 
Ot. Still, still my treacherous steps 
Betray me, leading me to what I'd shun ; 
Yet what is ever present to my thought 
Why feare my eye to see ? My thraldom's full — 
If 'tis enchantmsnt, better to enjoy 
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The fatal sweetness of the powerfal spell 
I strive iu Tain to break ! 

/wo. Saxon, thou'rt free. 

0>. Recal thy words 1 

Ina. I speak my father's will. 

O*. Why does he give me liberty 

Ina. Because 
His Ina begg'd the boon. 

0«. Why did she so ? 
Would she had begg'd my death 1 I did not ask 
For freedom ; — thraldom was more kind to me. 
Which chain'd me unto that I ought to fly, 
Bat fain would cling to. Honour did not swerve 
That was constrain'd to look upon its baae ; 
And if it look'd till it forgot itself 
Twas its mischaoce — not crime. — Now, if it fells, 
It falls of its own will ! maid, too fair 1 
Help me to 'scape the min thon hast wrought ! 
Tbink— think — 'tis an apostate kneels to thee ! 
Instruct thy melting eye to flash with scorn — 
Teach thy sweet tongue harsh indignation's note — 
Erect thy form with dread severity — 
Till, like a seraph, sterner in thy frown 
For what thou look'st and breathest of beauteous heaven. 
Thou awest me into virtue. 

Ina. Wouldest thou be free. 
Thou art so. 

Ot. Am I ? Lady, there are bonds, 
The wearing which endears them to the slave. 
So that he hugs them — would not be set tree ! 
Free me from these ! 

Ina. What bonds? 

Ot. K'en such, as not 
Onr limbs imprison, but the things that mle then^— 
Our thoughts and wills — -as coil about our hearts. 
And keep their hold, when links of steel were wax. 

Ina, Methinks I have a guess what bonds you mean ; 
Are they not heavy ones when worn alone, 
But light when others share them ? Is it so ? 
Hadst thou such partnership, wonld'st thoti be free 7 
I would not, so had I ! 
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Or. It cannot be ! 
Half she reveals her heart, and veila her eyes. 
Do her veilM eyes URTeil the other half ? 
Am I BO blese'd, so cvirsed, as to be loved t 
Nay, then, 'tis fate I'd cope with, and must yield ! 
Oh, to have fallen in battle !— to have fallen 
When honour was my miatreBS ! — to have fallen 
When in her radiant eye I drew my sword. 
And deem'd my life a stake not worth a thought 
To venture for her smile ! When wooing her, 
I strode more blithely through the battle-field, 
Than e'er I bonnded down the festive hall! 

Ina. What makes thee wish for death ? 

0». The dread to lose 
What was my more than life ; bat now seems poor — 
Like to be cast away, since I have found 
A good I covet more than life and it ! 

Ina, What dost thou covet so t 

0». Thee, lady, thee ! 
Thou art that good of value paramount ! 
Oh, to have met thee with a heart at lai^e ! 
No solemn debt — no knotted tie upon it 1 
Free to he all thy own — to render thee 
Its whole of loTe, hope, honour, loyalty — 
One large, unbroken, everlasting gift — 
The band which now, in doubtful joy, I take — 
How had I caught, in tranced ecatacy. 
And kneeling, lud the offering at thy feet ! 

Enter Edric. 

Edr. Let go that hand ! 'Tis mine ! 

Ot. What fire is this. 
That with the light'ning's speed darts throughme, and feels 
As all consuming ! — Thine ! 

Ina. Believe him not. 
Oswith, believe him not — believe the mud 
With tliought of thee, that all forgets herself — 
Casts off the bashful 'tire of virginhood, 
And, uuenforced, stands confesa'd thine own ! 
The eyes tnms on thee she would still avert. 
And lets thee see them, though they stream with love — 
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Calls on thee with the tongne that ne'er till now 
Betiajr'd her secret, to received for thine ! 
Believe him not, he sports with thee— thy heart 
Is not more surely seated in thy breast. 
Than is thy imago lodged within my heart — 
Not more the spring of life to thee, than that 
Is life itself to Ina I 'Fore the world 
Do I proclaim me thine, and cleave to thee ! 
But plight me taith for fiuth. 

Ot. 1 do, sweet maid ! 

Edr. [dratoinff hu ttoord.'} My right's a bar, which 
thou must £rst remove ! 

0«. 'Twixt me and life \ Strong love hath made me 
weak 
Ab a poor straw upon a torrent's breast. 
And bears as swift away ! Thy right ! What right f 
\_Half drawing Am tmord. 

Ina. Give me thy hand ! Give me thy hand, I say ! 
Take it from thy sword ! Thon'rt mine '. Thy hand— 

thy arm — 
Thy all ! Have I not given my all for thee ? 
Paid down for thee a viigin's heart, that ne'er 
Before in love was barter'd. Give me thy hand ! 
Or thouM the falsest, most forsworn of men. 
Breaking the tow that scarce hath left thy lips, 
And I'm the poorest, most abnsed of maids ! 
Give me thy hand ! Kay, an thou wilt not, thus 
Upon thy arm 111 hang, and he thy shield, 
Taking the blows upon my fearless breast. 
That threaten wound to tiiine. 

0*. {takinp Au hand from hit tteord-l Thy right ? 
What right ? 

Edr. Dost wish to learn ? Such aa the bridegroom 

As makes the lover bless his stars, and gives 

Fulfilment of his long-enduring hopes — • 

As turns his blissful dreams to substances. 

So rich, past credence, still he thinks he dreams — 

Asks if he wakes — believes it — doubts it — sickens 

Lest day prove night, and langhing morning come, 

And in his very arms his treasures fade ! 
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Of. ^half drafmt^Mtttoord.l A brid^room's right ! 
Itia. That right is thine alone 1 

how thy frame with fearful passion shakes ! 
While thy full orbs strain on thy countryman, 
With deadly purpose fixed ! Turn them on me 1 
Bead who ia Ina'a bridegroom in her face ! 

See whom her eyes with fondness strain upon, 

Ab thine on him with hate ! what a fee 

Thou makest me pay for that which costs thee nought ! 

1 call tbeo lord — If that contents thee not, 
Why then the deatei name of husband take. 
And give me in exchange, an only look ! 

0». [(0 Edr.] Explain thy words, 

Edr. The serrice I have done 
The Dane, he bids me name requital for; 
And by bis God be binds himself, whate'er 
The boon, to grant it. Ina was the boon ! 

^Oswim draiea hi» rword. 

Ina. List to me, Oawith — Oswith — by thy love ! — 
My other's oath has made me his ! Hear mine ! 
By Odin, I'll be bride to none but thee ! 

Edr. Force will exact what frowardneas denies ! 

Ot, And thon could'st wed the bride that loathed 

Erfr. Tea. [X\iee'< 

0*. Put up thy sword. I'd whisper thee. 

^They whitper. 

Ina. Say it ont. 
Thy breath is mine ! More than her own it feeds 
Thy Ina's life ! 0, 'tis a treacherous breath, 
To play the traitor to its mistreas thus 1 
Speak out, I say ! Thou heed'st me not ! False finend ! 
I^end cruel and unfair, that gives me nought. 
Whilst I give all to him ! 

Edr. 'Tis well. [Gow out. 

Ina. 'Tis ill ! 
Not half so plain thy gleaming brandish'd sword 
Could threaten death, as does thy flashing eye ! 

0«. Ina, thy fears are causeless. Prithee hence. 
Back to the camp ; whilst I revolve the means 
Shall bring the course of our now thwarted loves 
To prosperous issue. 
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/no. I'll reTolve them with thee ; 
And thou ahalt find bow thrifty woman's wit, 
When set to work by love. 

0». My Ina ! — Love ! 
Bride ! — Wife ! — for wedded they whom love has wed — 
I'd be alone. 

Ina. I will not leave thee ! Come I 
Well go to the camp together. 

Of. Sweet ! my way 
Lies this way. 

Ina. So does mine, thai. 

0». Nay, farewell ! 

Ina. You leave me not ! I'll cling to thee till death 
Disjoins us ! Drag me if tbon wilt, I'll ne'er 
Let go my hold I Oh was there ever maid 
So lost for love ! that knelt — that bent the knee- 
Pleaded ber canso with ber bold tongao — paid tribute. 
Large as her eyes could furnish, of her tears 
To an unheeding lover, deaf to her, 
And scarce confesa'd an hour ! 

Re-enter Edrio. 

Edr. Was it for this 
Thou sent'st me hence 7 to give thee pause for dalliance 1 
Trwtor! 

Oi. Ha! 

Edr. Coward ! [BotA draw. 

Enter Guthkvm and Alpbbd. 

GutA. Hold ! forbear ! Who stirs. 
There's but a single step 'twixt him and death, 
And he has trod it. What's your cause of quarrel ? 
Ina, my child ! what share hast thon in't ? What 1 
Dost turn from me ? [^An^frily. 

Ina. My father ! 

GutA. There ! there ! there ! [Prwity her to kim. 
Did I speak roughly to tbee ? Silly fawn, 
To start at but a sound I Art thou in tears ? 
It does concern thee, then ? How, Ina, speak ! 
Dost hear me ? Answer, girl ! Well ; never heed. 
Yon would if you could ! No matter ! Xoble Edric, 
Declare thy cause of qaarrel to thy friend. 
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Ina. Tho«*rt not his friend ! Call not thj'sdf hia 

Guth. My Ina, but I moat ! and so mnst thou — 

Ina. Never ! 

Guth. What's that ! My child, beware 1 You know 
I brook not thwarting 1 must not be gainsaid ! 
Call him thy friend ! Come I Show me thon'rt my 

chUd! 
My fiesh ! my blood I that owe themselTea to me. 
And should be subject to me ! Wilt not speak ? 
Take counsel ! Something's rising in my heart 
That bodes not good to thee ! Once more I say, 
Besist me not ! Submit ! Call him thy Iriend. 
Art ffllent still t Now, minstrel, prove thou'rt wise ! 
I found thee so when we discoursed of peace ! 
Of war ! — the duties subjects owe to kings, 
And kings to subjects. Now propound the means 
Behoves a father take, who wonld untie 
A wilful daughter's tongue ! 

Al/. Force hut subdues 
The weak ; still, with the strong, 'tis met by force. 
Was never found the noble nature yet 
That crouch'd before a frown ! 'Tie away'd with smiles. 
Chiding ber nature thou but chidest thy own > 
She's thy soul's bright and fair reflecting glass ! 
But look at her ! Sits not thy upper lip, 
All manly as it is, and bold, to hers. 
More proudly firm upon thy nether one, 
Than hers upon its fellow ! Vauntest thou. 
As only late tbou didst, rebuke with thee. 
Given as rebuke, ne'er mended failing yet ? 
Then is thy boast her pardon ! Give me favour 
For speaking thus my thought. 

Gtilh. Thou dost my wish. 
I like thy frankness ! Yes ; I see ! You're right ! 
She's all her father's cliild ! Come to me, Ina ! 

[_SA« ntthet into hit arm*. 
What wDuld^st thou do for me ? 
Ina. Aught that I could. 

Gt^, Ah, there my lua speaks ! I like thee thus \ 
Thus Ina, when tbou hang'st upon my neck. 
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And gazest in my fax;e ! My Ina, list ; 
III tell thee wherefore I'd entreat thee call 
The Saxon friend. I've sworn to give thee to him. 
Ina. Without my heart? What, father, g^ve my 
hand 
Without my heart 1 Not so wonld'st thou give thine. 
And make a league of (Hendsbip with thy hand 
Thy heart protested 'gainst ! And what were that. 
Compared to one of love ? A league of frieudahlp. 
That barr'd a friend out, and enclosed a foe ! 
Would'at thou do that? Thou would'st not give a 

Without thy soul's consent. And would'st thou have 
Thy Ina give her hand without her heart ? 

Guth. Dread Odin has my oath ! 

Ina. So has he mine ! 

Gu^. What hast thou sworn? 

Ina. Eternal truth to love ! 

Guth. Thou dost not know the passion \ But thon 
dost! 
'Tis clear ! I see too sure thou art love's thrall ! 
Upon thy cheek his crimson pennon ■waves ! 
Thy down-cast eyes pay homage to his away ! 
Thy heaving hreaat by its commotion shows 
The conqueror is within! I see his power 
Confess'd in every fihre of thy frame ! 
Whom dost thou love ? Who has lit up this flame ? 

Ina. \Jineeling.'] Thou, father, thou ; whose fond- 
ness for thy child 
Would sketch for her the man thouMst have her wed. 
How he should be among his peers in rank — 
And that the first — without a peer in worth. 
Most hrave — most true — most generona — ^mort good. 
Fit to be challenger of all the field. 
In all achievements of supreme renown. 
And bear the palm from all ! Nor yet to lack 
Those qualities of visage, and of form, 
Which to these other richer graces join'd. 
Make the consummate man ! But that I saw 
My father such a man, I should have deem'd 
A phantom 'twas he cbvw for me ; for ue'er, 
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Except in him, saw I embodied wealth 
Of BO rare worth — until I saw it there ! 

Guth. What'B this to me ? 

Ina. The being of thy child — 
Thy Ina — thy dear Ina — who forgets 
Her father 'tis she's kneeling to, as though 
He were a stranger to her ; but now leaps 
Into his bosom ! Oh I'd like to see 
The harm could reach me here ! 

Guth. The Saxon dies ! 

GuA. He epunt''d the proffer of his life. 
When forfeit to the God I 

Irta. Nay hear me 1 

Guth. Spnra'd 
My friendship ! . Gnthmm's fnendship ! 

Ina. No ! 

GvtA. He did I 
I loved him, though my foe, because I mark'd 
His prowess in the fight ! I could have tboaght] 
The God himself had tum'd against his sons. 
And, angry, dded with their enemies ! 
He was my captive ! He had hied to Odin ! 
I proffer'd him my friendship, would he make 
Alliance with the Dane, to snatch him from 
The altar ; and be spurnM me ! Ay ! refused 
The hand of a victorious king, through faith 
To an uncrowned fugitive! He did I 
I spared him at my child's beseeching ! He 
That spium'd the parent now wuald win the child ! 
He dies ! 

Alf. lAiide to G0TH.3 Thy Ina dies ! See, bow she 
hangs, 
Half dead, already on thy shoulder ! Much 
Thou lovest her '. If none other calls thee father. 
Beware thou art not childless ! 

GtOh. Am I in the wrong t 
Demand I more than is a father's due 1 ■ 
What is her life, but portion of my breath ? 

Alf. A portion thou would'st give thy breath to save? 

Guth. Thou sayest right. 



.ignieObyGoOglc 



288 ALFRED THE QREAT. 

Alf. A portion, too, which she 
Would render np, not only to save thine, 
Bnt let thee breathe with eaee. 

Gidk, Thou gayest right ; 
Yet bows slie not her fancy to my will. 

Alf. She cannot. 

Giiih. How? 

Alf. You ask ; and yoo have loved ! 

Guth. How know you that ? 

Alf. Who haa not felt the flame ! 
Your passion was repaid. 

Gvth. How know you that ? 

Alf. How know I that ? From nought but mutual 

A flower, consummate rich like that, could grow ! 

Where fairest things that harmonise unite ! 

E'en such a akin should such a mould ensheath, 

To such a heart, he casket such a mould ; 

Such lineaments compose the beauteous face, 

Of such a neck that makes its graceful seat ! 

And skin, and mould, and heart, and face be served 

By such a minstrel as that tuneful tongue. 

This speaks the mingling of accordant hearts, 

Throbbing in fervent unity ; that one 

ffo thought, no wish, do hope, no joy can lodge. 

But finds its fellow at the other's core ! 

GutA. Minstrel,thou'i:t right! Deep does thy wisdom 
search; 
Her mother, Eva, was my only love. 
As I was hers .' Though daughter of my foe. 
She left her father, friends, land, faith, and all. 
To follow me. She did !— She did ! 

Alf. And that's 
Her child, in whom the passion that bless'd thee, 
Thou'dst turn into a curse. 

Guth. I like not that ! 
Thou makest too bold to say I'd curae my child ! 

Alf, Look at her ! 

Guth. Thou art right ! Say on I Say on ! 
Yet where's the profit ? Win me Odin's ear. 
And move the Qod to give me back my oath \ 
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Tlion but perplexest me t Since thou'rt ho wise. 
Show me the way not to fonwear myself; 
And yet not keep my oath. 

Ay^. Two oaths the God 
Has Tegietered ; one only can be kept. 
Which he accepts, the Qod himself decide. 
You say he rnlea the sword ; then to the sword 
Entrust the cause, and these the terms of strife. 
Who masters first his adversary's aword 
And yet Dot sheds his blood, be his the maid. 

0#. Content \ 

Edr. Content! 

Ina. Oswith, this chain's of gold, 

[_StUl leaning on- her father. 
That neTer knew alloy — cunningly wrought — 
An amulet, that ever faithful guards 
The wearer's wishes ; proves it false to thine. 
Drop it into the grave where I shall lie. 
Ere by its treachery tby rival thrives. 

Gttlh. And Edric, thou receive this ring from me. 
The hand that wears it, holds its weapon true. 
If ftuthful to the Dane, as thou to me. 

Alf. I have a ring, a charmed bauble too. 
Power to the hand it graces, does it give 
O'er faUehood to prevail. 'Tis his who'll take it — 
But who would wear it, and its virtue prove. 
Must first affirm he owns a loyal heart — 
True to the king that first his homage claim'd, 
The land that gave him birth— Wilt take it. thou? 

Edr. The ring I'll trust is this I now put on, 
The guard of my good sword I 

Alf. Wilt take it tliou ? 

Ot. Though to the King I'm true 
That first my homage claim'd — ^true to the land 
That gave me birth ; yet more, than true to these. 
The thrall of love, I dare not take the ring. 

Alf. Show me thy hand — my countryman — 'tis on ! 
'Tis a tme hand — for ne'er would fit the ring 
Disloyal finger yet. Look at it well ! 
Lo ! speak I not the tnith ? 

Of. {_ReoM/niaing Alp.] My lii-ge ! 
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Alf. Beware ! 
In whose but a true subject's hands would place 
A king his life. Be of good heart ! No doubt 
Palsy thy arm ! The wishes of thy love, 
Thy king, are with thee ! Heaven be with thee too ! 

<hiih. Away ! Ill follow you 1 and see rayself. 
This bloodless trial made. [Oswtth and Edric go out. 
Here minstrel, take 

My child ! Support her ! Cheer her to abide 
The iasuo of their strife. ZGoe* mU. 

Alf. \_Supporting Ina.] Fair maiden, take 
The minatrel's word, thy lover wins the game 1 
Thy fears are wrongs, where wrong thou least would'st 

do! 
Doubt on thy champion did another cast, 
How would disdain arouse thy languid lip ; 
Colour thy fi-nzen cheek from snow to flame ; 
And the expired lustre of thine eye 
Ke-kindle with its lightning 1 Maiden, list! 
The hand's best sinew ever is the heart ! 
Thy lover's is the sound one ! Think of that ! 
That's right! Lookup! Take courage! Oswith throws 
His brand away, and grapples Edric'a ! Ha ! 
Keep thy hold, Edric, if thou canst ! A child's — 
An infant's — is it to tliy rival's grasp ! 
Look on thy lover, maiden ! His chiefs eye 
Upon him, double is a vassal's strength ; 
What then the lover's, in his mistress' eye. 
That strives for victory, and she the prize? 
He sees thee ! Mark you, how his frame distends. 
As though with superhuman vigour fraught. 
At his good angel's sight ? Wave, maiden fair. 
Wave your white arm to him ! 'Twere ten times worth 
A royal pennon in a monarch's hand, 
Cheering the champion of his challenged crown ! 
You see ! You see [ Now puts he forth his might ! 
Edric gives way ! He f^nts ! His limbs are wax. 
Wrestling with limbs of steel 1 He falls ! His swurd 
Waves o'er his head, in noble Osvrith's hand. 
Hold up ! Nay, gasp not ! It were wrong to die, 
Slain by thy gallant lover's victory ! 
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Enter Gutbruic, leading Oswith. 

Guth. There, Saxon, take my child; bat thou'rt my 
Tbon muBt not bear her hence. Qthrall. 

Alf. He should not ! Guthram ! 
Where'er I epeak of thee I'll give thee out 
Indeed a royal chief! Farewell 1 

GvtA. Not yet. 
By Odin tliou shalt join our feast ! I Bay 
Thou shalt not go 1 I like thy company ! 
I'd hear thy harp again ! Come ! Follow all. 

R«-mUr EnniG. 
Edr. Foil'd, bat not yet o'ercome. The baffled foe 
That will not turn a frieiid, is like to prove 
A deadly one 1 Oswith has won the maid. 
But not possessed her yet ! I'll mar hia love ! 
That minetrel is not what he seems 1 Me he shuns — 
Communes with Oswith freely — Oawith knows bim ! 
Some one of note— a prize to Onthrum — which 
If Oswith lets escape, he wrongs the Dane ; 
And thence I'll work his rain ! To the banquet 1 
111 watch their every movement; and unmask him, 
Though I should tear the visor from bis face. 

QGwi out. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I The inttde of Guthrum't Tent. 



Gl'TBRVU, OSWITH, Ina, ChUp, AhVUKM), EdWY, SfC. ifc. 

Enter EsBio. 

Gu(A. Come Edric, though not Fortnne'a friend, 
thou'rt mine. 
Why didst thou stay behind ? Sit by me, Edtic. 
Look to the minstrel — see that his goblet's fiiU — 
Let it o'erflow — see to't ! 

Oi. You feaat not, Iotc. 

Ina. No more do you. 

0». I do not care to feast. 
When the heart banquets, viands are pass'd by ! 

Edith. ^Entering.'] Your little Saxon favourite wants 
you, Ina ; 
He clamours for you, nonght can quiet him. 

Ina. Nay, try and soothe him. If he baffles thee. 
Why bring him hither, then ! ^Edith goeM out. 

Guth. Come, strike your harp '■ 
We'd hear a strain ; and prithee let it be 
A warlike one. The triumph of the Dane — 
Canst thou play that ? 

Alf. Accursed be the bard 
That sings his country's shame ! Her glory, chief, 
I'll sing 1 My harp bath often rung with it ! 
Shall ring again ! Or if the theme be don^ 
The strings, which many a year my hands have kiss'd, 
I'll tear from their loved frame, though as they snap 
My heart-strings break, and I partake the min. 

Gutk. By Odin, but thou'rt bold. I Uke thee 
for-t. 
Play what thou wilt. Well ! what's to be the strain ! 

Alf. The downfall of CadwaUon. 

Guth. What was he ? 

Alf. The Saxons' foe. 
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Alpkbd playt tehUe Bdwt ginffi. 
Cty, cry to the et^le, her feast b prepared ; 
CadwalloD the Lion his folchion has bared ! 
Ten thonsand spears dance to his ttiimpet's song, 
Ab his ntarch in thonder roUa along ! 

Does she hear ? Will she come ? Is she hurrying down ! 
All's ready, and waiting for her alone ! 

But the might's with the right, 

From the clond breaks the light ; 
And the head high at morning — may lie low ere the night ! 

Bnt why does Qie Saxon, Oswald, kneel ? 

Is't for his prayeis he's dressed in steel ? 

And wherefore kneel his Saxon bands! 

Do they pray with their weapons in their handa ? 

Or are they contented to banquet the guest 

CadwoUon the Lion has called to his feast? 

But the m^ht's with the right. 

From the cloud breaks the light ; 
Ajid the head high at morning — may lie low ere the night ! 

Not long did the Saxon kneel — he arose 

With a shout that made leap the bold hearts of his foes ; 

And on he rush'd, and down he bore 

The spears that hunted him before. 

And the trumpet that sounded the first for the field — 

CadwalloD the Lion's — was the first that was still'd ! 

For the might's with the right. 

From the cloud breaks the light ; 
And the head high at morning— may lie low ere the night ! 

But where is the eagle was call'd to the feast ? 
She is come ! but Cadnallon salutes not his guest. 
She has fall'n to her meal without beckon or word ; 
She screams with her glee, but her mirth is unheard ; 
She has perch'd on the head of the warrior's son. 
And the blood-drop that falls from her beak is his own. 

For the might's with the right. 

From the cloud breaks the light ; 
And the head high at morning — may lie low ere the night ! 

Guih. Well done ! a atrain that for a warrior's ear ! 
For me, thrice precious is the ruby drop 
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Since the encbaating Btnun has breathed upon it ! 
Taste, friends ; come, lips to briraa ; there's magic in 
The cnp ! The health of him that pours it in — 
" The bard," the king of song, whose praise to sound 
Becomes and not disparages the lips 
Of kings themselves ! 

Alf. \_Ande.'y A regal nature his ! 
There's something in thee, Guthrum, I conid claim 
Close kindred with ; but there^s no grasping hands 
For thee and me, save in the deadly strife 
That ends the hope of one of us ! I've gtun'd 
All needful knowledge. Ward of caution none 
They keep — in our complete discomfiture 
Secure. An easy prey they're sure to fiill 
To sudden onset from a band like ours. 
Strong in their cause, and resolute of heart. 

Enter E1.SWITH, pale, emaciattd, and in wretched attire. 

Guth. Ha ! who art thon ? 

EU. Who play'd that strain? 

GuiA. Tfaon ask'st 
As if reply were not a boon, but debt ! 
Whence gottest thou that air of high command ? 

£lt. From misery ! 

GutA. She strangely teaches thee ; 
Making thee stately that makes others bow i 
What seek'st thou here ? 

Ele. I heard a strain without ; 
I'd learn who play'd that strain. 

Guik. That harper. 

Elt. He! 
Hope, thou didst right to mock me. I have found thee 
Still a dissembler, and I'd trust thee still I 
But now farewell, thou thing of spewous tongue. 
But hollow heart ! Smooth iace, that's but a mask 
To cover what we loathe. Great promiser. 
Little performer ! Coiner of false smiles, 
That turn ont tears at last. I've done with thee t 

^She titeintAe oeittre. 

Otho. Thou sitt'st in Gnthmm's presence. 

Elt, What of that? 
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I have sat down with Despair — a greater chief 
Than Outhrum — one could make him gnash bis teeth! 
Ay, could he, miglitj' as your master is ! 
I've sat down with Despiur ! Now show me Death ! 
I'll take my seat by him ! I fear him not ! 

A^. Contain thyself, my heart 1 — It is my queen ! 

Guth. Her mind's distracted ! 

A1^. No ! — It is her heart, 

Iva, Perhaps she hangers. Give her food ! 

\They preiwitfoodto her. 

Ell. Too rich ! 
Famine partakes not such ! She feeds on haws, 
Acorns, and roots, and herries ! Give me these ! 
For these we thank the Dane ! 

Gut&. You thank the Dane ! 
Ha! 

Alf. 'Tis a woman in aflSiction speaks! 

GutA. Andlet herspeaki Yet does she mar the cheer. 
Remove her ! 

Elt. Touch me not 1 Stand off! My name 
Is Woe ! I am the mark of Wrath ! Behold 
How he has smitten me, and smitten me 
That mine own eyes don't know loe ! One hot day, 
Parch'd up with thirst and hunger, of a brook 
I stoop'd to drink, and saw myself, and scream'd 
At presence of a stranger. Time makes things 
Unlike the things they were; but Wrath's the changer '. 

GutA, Persuade her to go hence. 

EU, I hear yon ! Ill 
Yon entertain the guests you force to greet yon 1 

GutA. We force 1 

Elt. Ay I hum them out of house and home 1 
Murder their husbands, and their children ! Scatter 
Their friends, that where a thousand troop to-day 
Not one is found to-morrow ! — Bid them search 
For viands in the larders of the wolf 
And vulture ! which, deriding them, perforce 
They coma to you. 

GutA. Hence with her 1 force her hence ! 

Alf. ^slartinff up^. Who hand of force lays on her, 
let him die ! 
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And save tliy manly name from the reproach, 
That in thy presence, misery like this 
"Was offer'd insult with impunity. 
And in the sacred person of a woman ! 

EU. Tlie Toice too! — No ! it is not, cannot be ! 

Guth. Heard'st what she said ? 

Alf. I did. 

GtOh. Was't true 7 

Alf. Free speech 
Accord'at thou me ? 

Guth, 'Tis thine. 

Alf. Tiie truth she speaks. 
But one she seems 'mongat thousands, whom tby 

Bword, 
Bavenous of conquest, hath made widows of, 
And childless mothers ! Who, this hour thou feast'st, 
Are famishing ! — in their own land, without 
Abode or food — and curse the hour when first 
Thou trodd'st upon their shores ! 

Guth. In their own land T 

^He qidu hit seat and approachet Alf. 
Surely I heard thee not ! In their own land ? 
'Tis mine ! all mine ! their land [ air ! water 1 They 
Themselves! All mine ! Mine! Mine! Tltey 1 Thou! 

Ay, thou ! 
That mock'st me ! hravest me ! thou, I say, art mine ! 
My tlirall I my slave ! a worm ! thing for my foot 
To tread upon 1 Confess it ! 

Alf. Ko! 

Guth. Thou wilt not ! 
Know'st thou the man thou tempt'st ? Dost hear nte ? 

Think St tliou 
I speak to thee by my page, to whom thou'rt free 
To lend but half an ear ? May'st pass excused 
To bear no duty in thine air, thine eye ? 
May'st answer by a nod, or not at all ? I'm Outhrum ! 
He whose breath's thy life ! A look — 
An only look of whose incensed wrath 
Jtlight strike thee dead ! Dost thou not tremble ? 

Alf. No ! 

Guth. Tip, slave, and beg tby life \ 
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Alf. Why beg for that 
I deem not worth the only asking for ; 
Moreover, that thou hast not power to take ? 

Gvih. Not power to take ? Was never Guthrum 
braved 
By mortal man before ! Not power to take ! 
Guthrum is but a child ! Strong as my wrath, 
My stronger wonder overpowers it quite. 
And from a tempest quells me to a calm ! 
The reason ? Come ] I'll let thee have thy way, 
Givest thou me but the reason. Come ! the reason ? 
Be it but hiUf sufficient, it shall weigh 
Acquittance of thee. Come ! the reason — come ! 

Alf. Your royal word is warrant for my safety. 
What by yonr leave I speak, yourself forbids you 
To turn to evil 'giunst me. 

Gutk. Right, by Odin ! 
You're always right ! and you may speak again. 
And freely as before. \Re»wme» hi» teat, 

Ina. I prithee, Oawith, 
Persuade thy countryman to leave the tent. 
What now is safety may anon prove danger, 
Fierce as 'tis sudden is my father's wrath ; 
And ever in the hour of social cheer 
Most to he fear'd, and look'd for — speak to him ! 
Conjure him to go hence. [Os. approachet Alf. 

Cb. Had he a steed 

Ina. A steed ? — An easy thing, my Oswith ! Two — 
The fleetest in the camp — shall he at hand. 
Ready caparison' d — behind the tent — 
That way conduct him hence. 

^Whifpen an Attendant out wAile Oswith 
approachet Alfred. 

Oi. My liege, your ear. 

Edr. \to Goth.] You mark, my lord, he whispers 
him, 

Guth. I do ; and what of that ? 

Edr. They understand each other. 

Gmh. Think'BtthouBo? 

Edr. Yes ; I'll have an eye apon them. 

GtUh. I heed them not. 



■niaobyCoOglc 



agS ALFRED THE GREAT. 

Enter Edith uiilh Ethelhed. 

Eh. 'Whose child ia that ? not thine ! 

EdUh. He is not mine. 

Elt. He's not a Danish child. 

E^Uth. He's not. 

El*. Is be a Saxon then ? Is he a Saxon tben ? 

Edith. He is a Saxon child. 

El$. A Saxon ! Pray you, let me see his face ! 
He's mine! 

Edith. He shrinks from thee. Ha knows thee not. 

EU. Me can he know, that do not know myself 7 
He'll know my voice ! My child ! My Ethelred ! 
He knows it not ! and is my voice changed too ? 
Or does my face false witness bear so strong, 
He gives not credence to his mother's voice ! 
He is my child ! Believe it for iny tears, 
My choking utterance, my bended knees, 
And my imploring anus that sue to yon, 
And ask you for my child ! 

Alf. [^#i(&.] Does providence 
Vouchsafe such mercy ! 

Guth. If the child is thine, 
Thou'lt know where it was found. 

EU. Too well I know 1 
Both when and where ! A castle did ye sack, 
Whose tenant wag the mother of that child. 
At night the cry arose, " The Dane!" " Ths Dan».'" 
And then the bursting gate — the clash of arms ! 
The shout — the yell — the shriek — the groan — whiobrage 
And cmelty, and fear, and pain supply. 
To make the concert fell of savage war ! 
That mother's care too safe bad lodged her child 
In the remotest chamber of the whole. 
She aak'd for it ; " The Dane ! " was the reply. 
She would have sought it ; but they held her back. 
And cried, " The Dane ! " She shriek'd to be set free ; 
Now tbreaten'd ! now implored ! but all in vain I 
" The Dane! " was aU the answer she could get ! 
They forced ber thence in cruel duty ! Ay ! 
In duty forced the mother from ber child ; ♦ 

While lent the Dane a torch to light her path, 
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Her flaming towers tbat biased about bei bo^' ! 
And she went mad ! yet atill they boie hei on ; 
Nor other heed to her distraction gave, 
Except to cry, " TA« Dane ! " " Tkt Dane ! " " T/ie 

[ Sinh exkauited upon a »eai, datping H^ forehead. 
GuTB. and Edb. Khitper, 

Ell. Alas ! they ^ve not credence to my words J 
Will no one plead for me ? My countryman. 
Essay your art ! Hast not some melting strain — 
Such as draw tears whether they will or not ? 
As moTes. {^Recognizing Alf.] I've found him ! 

Edr. [Coming forteard.'] Whom? Whom hast thoa 
found? 

EU. [Recollecting herself.'} My boy ! 

Edr. l_A»ide.'J I thought she meant the minstrel. 

Alf. Yes! 
8he knows me, and I am a husband still ! 
I am a father and a husband still ! 
Oh, happiness, thou comest out of time ! 
Tbou chooBost ill the place to greet me in ! 
Thou mookest me to hold thine arms to me ! 
I dare not rush to their embrace ! I'm poor. 
With all tbe wealth thou say'st Is mine again ! 
I dare not touch it 1 Better were it far, 
I had not now been told on't. 

GiUA. Take the boy ! 
Bnt first true answer to our question give. 
The castle where we found him was the king's ! 
Clad as no yassal's offspring was the child. 
If thou his mother art, tbon art the queen ! 
Art thou so ? 

Alf. Guthrum, to the test I put 
Thy nature 1 If 'tis worthy of thy state, 
Thy prosperous fortune, and thy high renown. 
Approve it now. Lo, Guthrum, do I play 
The tnutor for thy honour ! In thy power 
Thou hold'st the son and consort of thy foe 1 
Of Alfred ! Use thy fortune as beseems thee ! 
Swear by thy God, they shall receive from thee 
Safeguard of life and honour. 
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Gulk. Ay, by Odin. 

EU. Would'iit thou not tslce a raDBom for us ? 

GulA. Yes! 

El». What ransom wilt thoa take ? 

GutA. Thy huabaud'a crown ! 

Eh. Alas ! he will not ransom ns with that ! 

Alf. He should not I 

GutA. Why? 

Alf. He weara it for his people. 
The day he put it on he vow'd himself 
Of them the father ! To their parent land 
It wedded him ! Hia proper consort she ! 
"Twixt him and tLem, he knows not wife, or child, 
He dares allow to stand ! 

Gulh. Minstrel, thou ravest ! 
He has not nature, who 'gainst nature's law 
Could so deny his heart 1 

Alf. He may have more ! 

GulA. What? 

Alf. The command of her. The attribute 
Of kings who feel the import of their titles. 
Which stops their ears against her piercing cries ! 
Which shuts their eyes against her thrilling looks ! 
Which lifts them so 'hove earth, they seem as though 
They eat in some attendant, brighter sphere, 
Wherefrom they look'd and ruled her ! 

Guih. Well thou said'at 
Thy world was of the air 1 Thou dost not speak 
Of things of earth I Thy sayings are not sooth ! 
I would thy king were hero to prove thee but 
A dreamer ! With those jewels in his eye, ■ 
He wonld uot see hia crown ! Yea, though it shone 
Bright as it did before I thinn'd its stads ! 
Could'st find thy king ? 

Mf. I could. 

Guth. Go seek him, then. 
And when thou find'st him, greet him from me thns^ 
" Thy queen and ton are now in Gtuhrum't pom^r. 
Pay tAou but homage to the Dane, theyre free." 
Alf. I take my leave. 
Elt. Gnthrum. A boon ! 
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Gioh. Whatis't? 

EU. I'd send a message to my lord ! 

GuiA. Thou shalt. 
Stand you apart, that freely they confer. 

Elg. And dost thou go ; and wilt thou leave ua here ? 

A^. I must. Alas ! thou know'st not what thou 
esy'st ! 

Eh. Thou'lt leare us here ! Dost thou not love our 

Al/. Beyond my life ! Qchild? 

EU. And me ? 

Al/. Beyond our child ! 

Eli. And must thou leave me? Oh! I have search'd 
for thee 
Many, and many a day ! Now fear'd thee dead ! 
Now hoped thee living I Search'd for thee alono ! 
One falling now ; and now another off; 
With my strong love unequal to keep pace. 
Sleeping iu woods and caves 1 On foot by dawn, 
Ne'er giving o'er till night again ! Now food. 
Now nothing ! Scantily I fared to-day ; 
Yet 'twas not hunger brought me here, but thou, 
Xn desperate hope to find thee I Art thou found, 
But to be lost again ? 

Alf. So were I found, 
Went I not instant hence. Look in my eyes, 
And read the husband and the father there. 
In nature's undisaembling language vouch'd ! 
But, hear the king ! 

Eh. TVeU! 

Al/. Paramount of all, 
My public function ! Husband — father — friend — 
All titles, and all ties are merged in that t 
Approve thyuelf the consort of a king ! 
I leave thee to return to thee. Return, 
With freedom for thy child — for thee — myself — 
For all — for all must perish, or be free ! 
And soon I come ! So cheer thy heart with hope ! 
Farewell ! 

El». I^o&ud.] You'll bear my duty to my lord. 

Alf. I will. 

EU. Your hand that you will keep your word. 
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Al/. There, lady. 

EU. Be thy hand my missiTe ! TbuB — 
Thus with my teara I write my erraod on't — 
And with my lipe — a faithful signet — seal it! 
0, countryman ! perhaps nor he nor thou 
Shalt ever see me more I I feel an one 
Amerced of life — that shakes a hand with all — 
And asks a blesaing from the meanest tongue I 
Thy blessing, minstrel, ere thy mistress dies. 

A^. What love would ask to light on head beloved— 
What faith and virtue Heaven's own warrant have 
To ask of Heaven — light on thy honour'd head ! 

Edr. I'll see him eye to eye, ere he departs. 

Alf. Farewell ! 

Edr. Stay, minstrel. Let me see thy fice ! 

[Edr. »top» Ai.9. JoraUs- 

0». All's lost! \Jialf drawing kit tword.'^ 

Alf. {turning fully and lUmly upon Edb.] There, 
Traitor! [Ebs., utlerlff confoiunded, ttaggeri bade, 

0«. Fly, mj liege ! Away. 

[Alp., Edwy, and Oa. go out. 

Gutk. What moves thee, Edric ? What's the matter ? 

Why is thine eye.-haU fiz'd, thy mouth agape ? 
What ails thy blood, that it forsakes thy cheek ? 
Why shakes thy frame ? 

Edr. My liege! 

Giah. Out with it ! 

Edr. The minstrel ! 

GtUh. What of the minstrel I 

Edr. Oawith plays thee false ! 
No minstrel leaves the camp ; but Oswith thence, 
Treacherous to thee, conducts thine enemy, 
Alfred, the Saxon King ! 

Gtdh. Ha ! Follow them. 
Stop his retreat ! Away ! Alive or dead. 
Have them before us ! [Edb., Otho, and oth«n go out. 

Eh. Mercy ! Guthrum ! Mercy ! {Clothing of 

Gulh. Itemove her ! 

Elt. Where's the lightning! What! no bolt 
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To blaet the impious hand that threatens death, 
To his anointed head. mercy ! mercy ! 

[_She it forced off, 'EDiTB/olhwinffmtA the child. 

Edr. [«ct(A<M*(.] Traitor, give way. 

Ot. [witioat.^ Make way — for none I'll give. 

ZThe_fiffhiinff cotUtMUt, 

Guth. Who luda him ! Is there treason in the camp. 
That thus the contest lasts ? Give me my sword. 

Ina. [kneelinff to Qbtb.'} My bther ! 

GutA. [not Aeedif^ A«-.] Ho I my buckler and my 

With mine own hand will I transfix him ! 

ItM. Fatbei! 

Enter Edkio, toomtded. 

Edr, At last, my lord, we've overpower'd him. 

Guth. Whom? 

Edr. Oawith. 

Guth. And Alfred? 

Edr. He has escaped, I fear ! 

Guth. Lay Oawith in chains. 

Ina. My father ! 

Gvih. To the god 
I give him ! Odin, take him ! He is thine I 
Bythyvictoriousspearhebleedstothee. [Edb.^om ovt. 
Give him my child, the traitor ! Give him my blood ! 
I''d pour it out upon the altar first ! 
I would with mine own hand I I'd look on her ! 
And do it ! Look on her ! Up, girl, and hence ! 
Ha t Do I see a statue, ot my child ? 
That (iheek is marble by its hue ! — Those eyes — 
The chisel makes as good, for any tonch 
Of sense that's in them I What is it I've done i 
Oh t they have loved and pin'd, and loved again 
As fresh as ever ! Take her to her couch ! 
She'll sleep — will she sleep? There, gently! I am 
From fire to ice with looking on her. Ha ! Qgrown 
For what have I done this ? Stand you alt here ? 
What ! have I paid so dearly for the prize. 
And do you let it go ? Pursue ! Pursue ! 



■niaobyCoOglc 



ALFRED TEE GREAT. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.—Inda Tent. 
A Reeett in the centre, viith a curtain drawn be/ore it. 

Enter Guthrum, Edith, and Oscar. 

Gwth. What aa,y the priests? 

Otc. You may not spare his life ! 
Your oath to Odin muet be kept, unless 
His countr}' he forswears, and serves the god — 
Conditions which he spurns. Would else the tide 
Of your great nation's prosperoui fortune ebb 
To an eternal drought ! Among the ranks 
They run, thy oath reiterating, and, with words 
Ambiguous, starting fears, you may retract. 
And curee your people ! 

GutA. Let their altar reek ! 
Blood rain upon them till it drown them ! Leave 
The tent I 

Ow, Shall they prepare to sacrifice ? 

GtUh. Tell them, if for command of mine they wiut, 
I will not give it ! — No ! not for their god ! 
She speaks not ? LOsc. ffoe« out. 

Edith. Nay, my lord, at times a word ; 
But none that leads to certain inference — 

GutA. Has she not slept ? 

Edith. Nought but unnatural sleep — 
Best that might pass for nakefulnesB — that scarce 
Doth shut the lid — which weariness itself 
Beholding, ere 'twould taste, would watch ; it seems 
So far from sweet. All listlesaness without. 
While all within is stirring ! 

GulA. I'll not see her. 

EStL My lord ? 

Guih. I did not speak; or if I did, 
'Twae not to thee ! I thought myself a father ! 
I thought as never father loved his child 
I loved my Ina ! 'Twas my pride to show it ; 
Yea, even when she ruled me like a child ! 
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I naed to think that of my fiercest mood 

Slie was the mistresa that froin lay wildest flight 

Cunid call me, if 1117 eye but lit on her. 

As the loved lure the falcon ! — and I've kill'd her ! 

I'm not a father ! — I did never love her 

But as a child — a toy ! Coiuo, show her to me! 

Undraw the curtain 1 He that makes a corse 

Of what he loves, may sure be flint enough 

To look upon't. 

[EDnn undraiet the curtain, and Ina if cUtoovered 
dtting in a state of fixed ab*traelion. Edith 
raUei ker, and kadi herfoncard to a rouch, Ina 
miomnff at if it were mecbanically. 
Leave ns to ourselves. QEdith goet out. 

Why, 'tjs enough to make the sickly heart 
Break out in laughter, when the very work 
Our eyes could weep them tearless at, our hands 
May boast the making of ! 

\^Approaehet, and iii» dotcn beeide her. 
My Ina ! Ina ! — 

My child ! you'll speak to me t — What, are you Ul ? 
How feel yon ? — You look well ! — There, my own girl, 
Lie in your father's bosom ! — Speak to him ! 
What say'st then, sweet ? — Wast not about to speak ? 
Thou wast. Oo ou — go on ! Speak to me Ina ; 
Or I'll go mad ! Do'st hear ? — On my knees, 
1 pray you speak to me ! — Now, this is wilful ! 
Away ! — you but diseemble ! — 'Tie put on ! — 
For shame, for shame ! You've seen my eyes in tears ! 
You've seen my knees upon the ground ! — You know 
It is your father — your old father, and 
You'll not speak to him ! — Think you he can't see ? 
Why, any one could do't ! To fix the eye 
And keep the visage motionless, and sit 
As you were riveted to your seat ! A child 
Were scant of wit that lack'd such obvious power — 
Of 'Mmulation ! I renounce you, Ina ! [Goit^. 

Will you not speak to me, my child i Speak to me ! 
IRetumi. 
A word — a whisper — anything ! — a sign — 
To show me that you are not worse than dead — 
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Alire, and juat tite same ! I can be rash ! 
I can giYB way to fury ! — I will try 
If life be in thy heart ! 

^DrauM hit doffper, and rvthM up to her. 
I'd scare a stooe ! 

[Wild ditcordant mutic it heard frithout. 
Ina ttarti up and elatp* her handi. 

Gulh. Hal 

Ina. There 'tis ! 

Guih. She apeake ! — She is alive ! 

/no, I've listenM for't 
Bo long, I fear'd Hwould never come ! 

Gulh. What, Ina ? QAfune oywM. 

Ina. Again ! 

Guth. They do prepare to lead him forth ; 
The sacrifice will presently begin 1 
They make a pretext of their god to mock 
My power ! 

Ina. He'a ready ! — Let me go to him ! 

Guth. To whom ? Thy lover ? 

Irta. 1 should like to get 
My father's blessing first ! 

Guih. Thou hast it, Ina ! 

Ifta. I know I have. Who says he does not love me? 
I'd not believe it, though be were to kill me ! 
He'd do't in madness, and he'd kill himself 
When he had found he had done it ! Bleas his Ina? 
He always blesses me — at morning when 
He sees me first, and then, again, at night ; 
Yea, ofttimes through the day ! He'd bless me though 
I broke his heart ; and 111 bless him, although 
He has broken mine ! 

Guth. She knows me not ! 

Ina. We'll wed 
As never lovers did. We'll have onr nnptiali 
Of a new fashion. Who'd be bid to them 
Let him bring tears with him, he's welcome— such 
As gush with sobs ! We'll have no smiles at them t 
The meanest churl gets handfuls when he weds ! 
Nor songs ! such minstrelsy a beggar buys 
For thanks t No, give us shrieks ! and laughter ! bnt 
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Such laughter as it withers joy to hear ! 
As breaketh from the heart of madnesi t as 
Resouads fruiD hpa that wish their owneiB dead ! 

Guth. What mean those words, my child 7 

Itia. I'll wed him as 
Ne'er wedded maid, to let him never from 
My side ; bnt dwell in such entrancement with him, 
The day for us may go without his sun, 
And night without her cloud ! All convene ceoee. 
Of tongue or eye ; that not ourselves shall break 
The silence sweet of our deep eostacy. 

Gtith, Perception's all within ; without is none. 
Passion hath drunk up sense ! I feel a touch 
Of her condition while I look upon her — 
Go mad ! You had a daughter yesterday — 
Brag of her now. Point to her cheek, and ask 
If ever grew such smiles as blossom there ! 
And bid the ear that hstens to her, note 
The sweetness that it feasts on ! [^Mutic.^ Hark t tbWtt 

call'd! 
What 1 not go through the task thou hast begun 
So bravely ? Slay thy child, and finish it ! 

^Rwhe» out. 

Ina. [Ahme.'y They'd thwart a maid in her first love, 
they wonid ? 
They think it easy, but they'll find it hard 1 
When first they s^d I should become a bride. 
Wondering how I would deck me, I ran through 
The ranks of fairest flowers to pick me one 
To set it in my bosom, and I remember 
It was a rose I pitch'd on— there's the rose ! 

[Draw* a daggw, and returns it to her hotom. 

The rites begin, — I will steal after them. 

And watch the time I I'm coming to thee, Oswith ! 

Ill show thee how a Danish niaid can love I \_Go6i out. 
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SCENE II— SeZjKwrf Foreit. 
Enter Oddunb attd Oswald, meeting, 

Od. No sign of Alfred ? 

Otw. None ! Our acouta have all 
Return'd, dUhearten'd with their fruitless search. 

Od. WLere can ho lioger — with so fair a welcome 
Impatient waiting him, as be would meet 
From fonder gallant bands ? The spirits now 
That bear their crests so high, from his delay 
To lead them on to action, will anon 
Begin to droop — perchance may quite subside ! 

0»w, How many do we muster ? 

Od. By the last 
Return, six thousand men. 

0*t». The field shows fair ! 

Od. Fiur cause— fair field ! Who'd e'er expect so 

To see the armour bumish'd up again 
They cast aside for good ! A pity 'twere 
What showa such thrift should not be tum'd to use. 
But, bootless, thrown away ! They will not fight 
Unless the king commands them ! 

0*10. See, my lord, 
What movement's that ? 

Od. Here's one will tell us. 

fi^, QenferiB^.] Be 
Prepared, my lord. The soldiers clamour for 
The king, and doubts are spreading through the ranks; 
You hnmour them — he will not come to lead them. 
Their chiefs conduct them hither, from yoor own lips 
Assurance to receive, and fair encoun^ement. 

Enter Eobbrt, Kenkiok, Arthur, Chief, and Soldiers. 
£ff. Now Kenrick, speak ! Say what the soldiers 

Od. Well, gallant friends ! is England to be free ? 
Shall we change places with our conquerors, 
Or still endure the yoke ? 

Km. We want the king • 



■nia.t>,G00glc 



ALFRED IHB GREAT. 309 

Let liim appear, we canout meet the foe >^;i?^ 
Too aoon ! /Y?^^ 

Od. As surely shall you eee liim, ss (cr> ''5;^ 
You long to Bee the foe ! \.J. j. ./.^ 

Ken. But when, my lord \ ^<-Z^ 

Tie that we'd know ! "When waa the king the last 
Upon the field ! Has he not ever, on 
The eve of battle, earlier than hb chiefe, 
Been out ; with looks of ardour heartening us ? — ■ 
Our morning sun, that never clouded rose — 
Enduing us with life and vigour new ! 
At most we mueter bare six thousand men 
To meet the Danish host ! The king among us 
Would make our numbers treble I Show ub the king. 
The only waving of his plume in battle 
Were worth a hundred spears in hands as bold 
As ever hrandish'd weapon ! 

Od. What, and if 
Indeed he should not come ? Ought you to feel 
Your tyrant''B feet upon your necks the less? 
Your king is present in hie cause ! Be that 
Your king ! [Alf. mter», ttill duguited. 

Whoever leads you, meet the Dane ! 
I speak not, fiiends, because I'm next in place ! 
I care not for myself ! Point out my post ; 
The van, the rear ; I'll be content to take 
My stand beside the man of meanest note 
Among you ! Make yon minstrel without helm 
Or sword your leader, I will follow him ! 
So that I fight, I care not in what rank 1 
Let him who makes the absence of his king, 
Plea to desert his country and his king. 
Fall off ! So Heaven sastaiu me in the cause, 
Although our Alfred's presence now would add 
Ten other richer lives to mine ; yet say 
He should not come, this faithful sword I draw 
I will not sheathe till it has struck a blow 
For liberty .' 

Eg. I second yon, brave Oddune. 

Otv. And so do 1 1 

Od. And so will every man, 
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Unless there be among the people one 
That does not love his king ! 

Km. No, Oddane, no ! 
The people live but for their king ! 

Alf. [dUeoverinff htTnse^.'] The king 
Lives only for his people 1 Oh, my people i 
You ate the drops of blood that make your king ! 
And do I see you once again in arms ! 

^Barttt into tear*. Th^iMefi and general toldxen 
teem a^eeted. 
friends ! Why draw your hands across your eyes, 
If mine should be ashamed of what they do ? 
We've met ^ain, my friends ! Who ia the foe 
Shall sunder us again ? O England ! England ! 
Too fair — too richly gifted not to tempt 
The spoiler — well that thou hast sons too true 
To leave thee to his ravine ! Thou'lt be free 
Till thou art childless ! Think not, gallant friends, 
Au hour I've squander'd that was due to you, 
And to our common country ! I have seen 
The Danish camp ! 

Od. Their camp, my liege ! 

Al/. Have stood 
In Outhrom'a very presence ! That disguise 
Will tell thee how. They'd fall an easy prey 
To half our numbers I Friends! a royal stake 
I've laid upon your heads that you will win 
The day ! 

Od. What stake, my liege ? 

Al/. Your prince and queen ! 
They're in the spoiler's power. I might, indeed. 
Have ransom'd them, bat what he ask'd your king 
could not afford to pay. 

Od. What was't, tny Uege ? 

Al/\ My people, Oddune. 

Ep. In the spoiler's power 
Our prince and queen ! What wait we for ? 

Od. For nothing 
But the king's word to move upon the foe ! 

Al/. Upon him, then ! N^ow think yoa on the 
things 



You most do loTe ! Huabaoda and fathers on 
Their wives and children — ^lovers upon their n 
And all upon their country ! When foa use 
Yoni weapons, think on the beseeching eyes 
To whet them could have lent you tears for water. 
Oh, now be men or never ! From your hearths 
Thmst the unbidden feet, that from their nooks 
Your aged fathers drove— your wives and bahes ! 
The couches your fair-handed daughters used 
To spread, let not the vauntbg stranger press. 
Weary from spoiling you ! Your roo& that bear 
The wanton riot of the intruding guest 
That mocks their masters — clear Diem for the sake 
Of the manhood, to which all that's precious clings 
Else perishes. The land that bore you — ob ! 
Do honour to hei ! Let ber glory in 
Your breediv]; ;— ^rescne her — revenge her, or 
Ne'er call her mother more ! Come on, my friends I 
And where you take your stand upon the field, 
Thence, howsoever you advance, resolve 
A foot youll neVr recede, while from the tongues 
Of womanhood and childhood, helplessness 
Invokes you to be strong .' Come on ! Come on ! 
I'll bring you to the foe ! And when you meet him, 
Strike bard ! Strike home 1 Strike while a blow 
Is in an arm 1 Strike till you're free, or fall ! 



SCENE III.— J fVood. 
The italue of Odin in ffte centre ; be/ore it an alia* pr^ared 
for eaerifice. Enter frrocettion ofiacrifice, in the/oUomng 
order : — Danish Chief, with a body of Daniali SoUiere j 
a body of Danish Chiefs, and Auvkd, Edrid, and Goth- 
HUH ; a body of Danish Priests ; Assistants with torches ; 
Soy* carrying censers ; ome Boy with a cuskUnty on which 
the knife of sacrifce is laid; Chief Priest of Odin; 
OswtTB ; a body of Danish Soldiers. The proceetton 
marches to the fothviing chom*: — 
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Prepare the fiiggot — light the brand — 

The victim's ready for the Gud ! 
The knife is bare in the sacred hand. 
That on the altat-pours the blood t 
Prepare — prepare— prepare — 
Great Odin'B rites 
The mortal who alights, 
Hia roof shall blaze in peace — his trpeax shaU break in war ! 

Giak. Saxon ! TIiou haat of life a moment yet 
At thy command— use it for life — for love — 
For liberty! But eay the word, at once 
The weapon, ready for tliy blood, is sheath'd, 
Unstain'd and harmless ! 
0». I'm prepared to die ! 
Prietl. Saxou! 
0>. I come! 
Prieat. Come ! Bare his breast ! Odin, receive thy 

victim ! 
Ina \jtiiAinff in^- Oswith, I wed thee thus ! 

iSAe i» on the point of plunging the dagger into her 
heart; Os. hunli from the Priest and arreilt 
her arm. 
Ot. Hold, Ina, hold ! 
Thon shalt not die with Oswith ! 

Ctith. Oswith, live ! 
Although the God himself demanded him, 
He shall not die who saves my Ina's life ! 

Pri€st. The servants of the God protect his rights ! 
Danuk Soldiert [rushing in]. The Saxon's in the 

camp, and down upon us 1 
Alf. \jeitiout.'2 Press on — press on — the first that 
comes to blows 
Is the king's 'squire ! Press on ! 

[_The Danes front the itage on vhieh the Saxon* 
are coming^ who enter, headed iy Alf. Dana 
mre dri/een, off ; XiY. andGntti. engage; OuTU. 
isdiiaa-med. 
Alf. Gutlirura, live 
The firiend of Alfred ! Serve the God he serves ! 
To Tfear a crown thou need'st not fight for one, 
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Except to keep it. Fair Northumbria 
Receives tbee for her King — my queen and aon ! 

[Od. leads on Els. and Etu. 

Enter Eobebt and Edric, guarded. 

Alf. Who's he ? 

Bg. A traitor to our cauae, my lord — 
Whose Bword has made more havoc 'mongBt om- people, 
Than any ten of your foes ! His hand, accurst ! 
It was that fired the hold where slept your qneen 
And son. 

Ken. and other*. Despatch him ! 

Alf. Hold ! This victoiy 
I will perpetuato by such an act 
As shall &om future kings remove the power 
To make their public functions pander to 
Their privat« gust. Select twelve men, his peers. 
And swearing them upon the book of God, 
As they shall answer at His judgment day. 
To try their prisoner fairly. Let the charge 
Be brought before them ; and aa they decide, 
Se finally his innocence or guilt 
Establish 'd. Kouce ! Hereby shall private right, 
Whicli, guarded, fortifieth, more than arms, 
The conservator of the public weal, 
Be sacred even from the sceptre's touch ! 
Thus to a people {aithfiil to their king, 
A faithful king an institution gives 
That makes the lowly cottage lofty as 
The regal dome — holds justice paramoimt 
Of all — before her throne the peasant and 
The king himself on equal footing brings ! 
A gift which you'll preserve for ever whole ! 
From which, as from your blood, pollution keep i 
Which, if you're asked to render back, by all 
You owe yourselves, your country, and the throne. 
You'll answer no I Which, when you'd name, you'll 
Trial by Jury! [caU 

Guth. Great the victory 
That kings gun o'er themselves. Blest are the heads 
That how to sway like thine ! 

VOL. I. p 
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Alf, My couatrymen ! 
Sous of the sea — henceforth her restless pluin 
Shall be your battle-field ! There ahall you meet 
The threat' ning storm of war I There shall it burst, 
Its rage unfelt at home — its din unheard ! 
You've fought like Enghuid's true-bom sons, to-4ay ! 
You've taught a lesson to her sons to come I 
By your example fired, should e'er a foe 
In after times invade her envied shores. 
Her sons, of all descriptions and degrees, 
To succour her shall grapple soul and hand. 
Rampart her throne with living vralls of hearts, 
And teach the fell invader that the deep 
Embraced her, never to betray her glory I 
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THE HUNCHBACK. 



ACT I. 
SCENE I.— A Tavern. 



On one tide Sir Thomas Clifpoud, at a table, with wine 
be/ore him ; on the other MAtrsR Wilpord, Gatlove, 
HoLDwETiL, and Simpson, Hkewite taking vrijie. 

WUf. Yoiir wine, bitb ; your wine ! you do not 
JQstice to mine host of the Three Tuns, nor credit to 
yourselves ; I awedr the beverage is good ! It is aa 
palatable poison as you will purchase within a mil^ 
round Ludgate ! Drink, gentlemen ; make free. You 
know I am a man of expectations ; and hold my money 
as light Bs the pnrse in which I cany it. 

Gay. We drink, Master Wilford ; not a man of ns 
has been chased as yet. 

WUf. But you fill not fairly, sirs I Look at my 
measure ! Wherefore a large glass, if not for a lai^e 
draught? Fill, I pray yon, elee let us drink out of 
thimbles. This will never do for the friends of the 
nearest of kin to the wealthiest peer in Britun. 

Gay. We give you joy, Master Wilford, of the 
prospect of advancement which has bo unexpectedly 
opened to yon. 

WUf. Uneipectedly indeed ! But yesterday arrived 
the news that the Earl's only eon and heir had died ! 
and to-day has the Earl himself been seized with a 
mortal illness. — His dissolution is looked for hourly : 
and I, his couun in only the third degree, known to 
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liim but to be unnoticed by faint — a decayed gentleman's 
son — glad of the title and revenues of a scrivener's 
clerk, — am the undoubted saccesaor to his estates and 
coronet. 

Gaff. Have you been sent for ? 

Wil/. Ha ; but I have certified to his agent, Master 
Walter, the Hunchback, my existence, and peculiar 
propinquity ; and momentarily expect him here. 

Gay. Lives there any one that may dispute your 
claim, — I mean vexationsly? 

fVi^. Not a man, Master Gaylove. I am the sole 
remaining branch of the family tree. 

Gaff, Doubtless you look for much happiness from 
this change of fortune ? 

Wilf. A world ! Tliree things have I an espeasl 
passion fur. The finest hound, the finest horse, and 
the finest wife iu the kingdom. Master Gaylove. 

Gay. The finest wife ! 

fVitf. Y«s, sir : I marry. Once the Earldom comes 
into my line, I shall take measures to perpetuate its 
remaining there. I marry, sir ! I do not say that I 
shall love. My heart has changed mistresses too often 
to settle down in one servitude now, sir. But fill, I 
pray you, friends. This, if I mistake not, ia the day 
whence I shall date my new fortunes; and, for that 
reason, hither have I invited you, that having been so 
long my boon companions, you shall be the first to 
congratulate me. 

Enter Waiter. 

Waiter. Yon are wanted. Master Wilford. 
■ Wilf. By whom i 

fVaiter. One Master Walter. 

Wi^, His Lordship's agent .' News, sirs ! Show 
him in ! ^Waiter ffoet out. 

My heart's a prophet, rirs. — The Earl is dead. 

Eater MjBratt Wjlteb. 
Well, Master Walter. How accost you me ? 

fVal. As your impatience shows me you would have 

My lord, the Earl of fipchdale ! 
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Gap. Give you joy! 

Hold. All happincBfl, my lord ! 

Simp. Long Ufe and health unto your lordship ! 

Gay. Come ! 
We'll drink to his lordship's health ! "Tifl two o'clock. 
We'll e'en carouse till midnight ! Health, my lord ! 

Hold. My lord, much joy to you ! 

Simp. All good to your lordship ! 

JVal. Give something to the dead I 

Gay. Give what? 

Wal. Bespect! 
He has made the living 1 First to him that's gone. 
Say " Peace," — and then with decency to revels. 

Gay. What means the knave by revels? 

Wal. Knave? 

Gay. Ay, knave I 

Wal. Go to ! Thou'rt flushed with wine ! 

Gay. Thou sayest ^se ! 
Though didst thou need a proof thou speakest trne, 
I'd give thee one. Thou seest but one lord here, 
And I see two ! 

Wal. Reflect'st thou on my shape ? 
Thou art a villain ! 

Gay, ^itartinff up."} Ha I 

Wal. A coward, too ! 
Draw. tZVowiiy Aw tword."] 

Gay. Only mark him ! how he struts about ! 
How laughs his straight sword at his noble back. 

Wal, Does it ? It cufie thee for a liar then ! 

[SirtfcM Gay. witi kit neord. 

Gay. A blow ! 

WaL Another, lest you doubt the first ! 

Gay, His blood on his own head ! I'm for you, sir ! 

Clif. Hold, sir! This quarrel's mine! 

\^Coming forward and drawing. 

WaL No man shall fight for me, sir ! 

Clif. By your leave. 
Your patience, pray ! My lord, for so I learn 
Behoves me to accost you — for your own sake 
Dnw off your friend ! 
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fVal. Not till we have a bout, di I 

Clif. My lord, your happy fortune ill yon greet ! 
Ill greet it thoatf who love yon — greeting thus 
The herald of it! 

Wal. Sir, what's that to you T 
Let go my sleeve ! 

Cli/. My lord, if blood be shed 
On the fair dawn of your prosperity. 
Look not to see the brightness of its day. 
'Twill be o'ercast throughout ! 

Gay. My lord, I'm struck ! 

Cl^. You gave the first blow, and the hardest one ! 
Look, sir ; if swords you needs muBt measure, I'm 
Your mate, not he. 

Wal. I'm mate for any man. 

Clif. Draw off your friend, my lord, for your own 

Wilf. Come, Gaylove ! let's have another room. 

Gt^. With all my heart, since 'tis your lordship's will. 

H'i/. That's right! Put np 1 Come,fiiends! 

fWiLP, and Friendiffo out. 

Wal. O follow him ! 
Why do you hold me ? 'Tia not conrteoua of yon ! 
Think'at thou I fear them ? Fear ! I rate them but 
As dust ! dross ! offals ! Let me at them '. — Nay, 
Call you this kind ? then kindness know I not ; 
Nor do I thank you foi't ! Let go, I say ! 

Clif. Nay, Master Walter, they're not worth your 

WeU. How know you me for Master Walter ? By 
My hunchback, eh ! — my stilts of legs and arms. 
The fashion more of ape's than man's ? Aba ! 
So you have heard them too — thdr savage gibes 
As I pass on, — " There goes my lord !" aha ! 
God made me, sir, as well as them and you. 
'Sdeath I I demand of you, unhand me, sir ! 

Clif. There, sir, you're free to follow them ! Go 
forth. 
And III go too : so on your wilfulness 
Shall fall whate'er of evil may ensue. 
Is't fit you waste yonr choler on a borr ? 
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The nothings of the town ; whose sport it is 
To break their villain jests un worthy men, 
The graver still the fitter ! Fie for shame ! 
Begard what such would say ? So woold not I, 
No more than heed a cur. 

fVal. You're right, sir ; right. 
For twenty crowns ! So there's my rapier up ! 
You've doiie me a good turn agdnst my will ; 
Which, like a wayward child, whose pet is off. 
That made him restive under wholesome check, 
I now light humbly own, and thank you for. 

Cl^. No thanks, good Master "Walter, owe you me ! 
I'm glad to know you, sir. 

Wal. I pray you, now. 
How did yoQ learn my name? Guess'd I not right? 
Was't not my comely hunch that taught it you ? 

Clif. I own it. 

fVal- Bight, I know it ; you tell truth. 
I like yon for't. 

Clif. But when I heard it said 
That Master Walter was a worthy man, 
Whose word would paas on 'change soon as his bond ; 
A Uberal man — for schemes of public good 
That sets down tens, where others units write ; 
A charitable man — the good be does, 
That's told ot, not the half: I never more 
Could see the hunch on Master Walter's back. 

fVal. You would not flatter a poor citizen t 

Clif. Indeed, 1 flatter not ! 

Wai, I like your face : 
A frank and honest one ! Your frame's well knit, 
Proportioned, shaped ! 

Clif. Good sir! 

Wal. Your name is Clifford- 
Sir Thomas Clifford. Humph ! You're not the heir 
Direct to the fair baronetcy ? He 
That was, was drown'd abroad. Am T not right ? 
Your cousin, was 't not ? So, succeeded you 
To rank and wealth, your birth ne'er promised yon. 

CU/. I see you know my history- 

fVal. I do. 
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You're lucky who coojoia the benefits 

Of peoury aad abundance ; for I know 

Your fatber was a man of slender meaUB. 

You do not blusli, I see. That's right ! Why should 

you? 
What merit to be dropp'd on fortune's hill ? 
The honour is to mount it. You'd have done it ; 
For you were trund to knowledge, industry, 
Frugality, and honesty, — the sinews 
That surest help the climber to the top, 
And keep him there. I have a clerk, 8b Thomas, 
Once served your father ; there's the riddle for you. 
Humph ! I may thank you for my life to-day. 

Clif. I pray you say not so. 

Wal. But I will say so ! 
Because I think eo, kuow so, feel so, sir ! 
Your fortune, I have heard, I think, is ample ; 
And doubtless you live up to't ? 

Clif. 'Twaa my rule, 
And is so still, to keep my outlay, sir, 
A span within my means. 

Wal. A prudent rule. 
The turf is a seductive pastime ! 

Clif. Yes. 

fVat. You keep a racing stud? You bet? 

Clif. No, neither. 
Twas still my Mher's precept — " Better owe 
A yard of land to labour, than to chance 
Be debtor for a rood !" 

IVal. 'Twas a wise precept. 
You've a fair house — you'll get a mistress for it ? 

Clif. In time! 

fVal. In time I Tis time thy choice were made. 
Is't not so yet ? Or ia thy lady love 
The newest still thou see'st ? 

Clif. Nay. not so. 
I'd marry. Master Walter, hut old use — 
For since the age of thirteen, I have lived 
In the world — has made me jealous of the thing 
That flatter'd me with hope of profit. Bargains 
Another would snap up, might be for me 
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Till I had tnra'd and turn'd tbem I Specalationa, 

That promised twenty, thirty, forty, fihy. 

Ay, cent, per cent, retnrna, I would not launch in, 

"When others were afloat, and out at sea ! 

Whereby I made small g^ns, but misa'd great lossos ; 

As ever then 1 took'd before I leap'd, 

80 do I now. 

tVal. Thou'rt all the better for it ! 
Let's see I Hand free — heart whole — wellfavout'd — so! 
Rich, titled .' Let that pass ! — ^kind, valiant, prudent — 
Sir Thomas, I can help thee to a wife, 
Hast tbou the luck to win her ? 

CUf. Master Walter ! 
You jest ! 

fVal. I do not jest. — I like you ! mark — 
I like you, and I like not every one 1 
I say a wife, sir, can I help you to, 
The pearly texture of whose dainty skin 
Alone were worth thy baronetcy ! Form 
And feature has she, wherein move and glow 
The charms that in the marble cold and still 
Cuird by the sculptor's jealous skill and join'd there, 
Inspire us ! Sir, a moid, before whose feet 
A dnke — a duke might lay his coronet, 
To lift her to his state, and partner her ! 
A fresh heart too ! A young fresh heart, sir ; one 
That Cupid has not toy'd with, and a warm one. 
Fresh, young, and warm ! mark that ! a mind to boot 
Wit, sir ; sense, taste ; — a garden strictly tended — 
Where nought but what is costly flourishes. 
A consort for a king, sir ! Thou shalt see her. 

Clif. I thank you. Master Walter ! As you speak, 
Metbinka I see me at the altar foot, 
Her band fast lock'd in mine — the ring put on. 
My wedding-bell rings merry in my ear ; 
And round me throng glad tongues that give me joy 
To be the bridegroom of so fair a bride ! 

fVal. What ! sparks so thick ? We'll have a blaze 

Servant \jenteritiff.'] The chariot's at the door. 
WaL It wutB in time ! 
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Sir Thomas, it ehall bear thee to the bower 
Where dwells this tair, for she's no city belle. 
But e'en a sylvan goddess. 

Clif. Have with you, 

Wal. You'll bless the day you served the Hunchback, 
sir! ITi^ffoout. 



SCENE II. — A Garden bepre a Country Hotite. 
Enter 3vu.\ and Helen. 

Helm. I like not, Julia, this your country life. 
Pm weary on't ! 

Jvlift. Indeed ? So am not I ! 
I know no other ; would no other know. 

Hden. You would no other know ! Wonld you not 

Another relative ? — another friend — 

Another house — another anything, 

Because the ones you have already please you ? 

That's poor content ! Would you not be more rich. 

More wise, more fair 1 The song that last you leam'd 

You fancy well ; and therefore shall you leam 

No other song ? Your virginal, 'tis true, 

Kath a sweet tone ; hut docs it follow thence, 

You shall not have another virginal ? 

You may, love, and a sweeter one ; and so 

A sweeter life may find, than this you lead I 

Julia. I seek it not. Helen, I'm constancy ! 

Helen. So is a cat, a dog, a silJy hen. 
An owl, a bat, — where they are wont to lodge 
That still Bojoum, nor care to shift their quarters. 
Thou'rt constancy ? I am glad I know thy name ! 
The spider comes of the same family. 
That in his meshy fortress spends his life, 
Unles!f you pull it down and scare him from it. 
And so thou'rt constancy ? Art proud of that ? 
I'll warrant thee I'll match thee with a snail 
From year to year that never leaves bis house ! 
Such constancy forsooth ! — A constant grub 
That bouses ever in the self-same nut 
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Where he was bora, till hunger driTee him out, 
Or plunder breaketh through his castle wall ! 
And BO, in ver^ deed, thou'rt constancy I 

Julia. Helen, you know the adage of the tree ; — 
I've ta'en the bend. This raral life of mine, 
Eujoin'd me by an unknown fathers will, 
I've led from infancy. Debart'd from hope 
Of change, I ne'er have ugh'd for change. The town 
To me was like the moon, for any thought 
I e'er should visit it — nor was I school'd 
To think it half so fair t 

Helen, Not half so fair ! 
The townV the sun, and thou hut dwelt in night 
E'er since thy birth, not to have seen the town ! 
Their women there are queoas, and kings their men ; 
Their housee palaces ! 

Julia. And what of that ? 
Have your town palaces a hall like this ? 
Couches BO fragrant ? walls so high adom'd ? 
Casements with such festoons, such prospects, Helen, 
As these fair vistas have ! Your kings and queens ! 
See mo a May-day queen, and talk of them ! 

HeUn. Extremes are ever neighbours. Tis a step 
From one to the other ! Were thy constancy 
A reasonable thing — a little less 
Of constancy — a woman's constancy — 
I should not wonder wert thou ten years hence 
The mud I know thee now ; but, as it is, 
The odds are ten to one, that this day year 
Will see our May- day queen a city one. 

Julia. Never ! I'm wedded to a country life ; 
O, did you hear what Master Walter says! 
Nine times in ten, the town's a, hollow tiling. 
Where what things are is nought to what they show ; 
Where merit's name laughs merit's self to scorn ! 
Where friendship and esteem, that ought to be 
Tlie tenants of men's hearts, lodge in their looks 
And tongues alone. Where little virtue, with 
A costly keeper, passes for a heap ; 
A heap for none tliat has a homely one ! 
Where fashion makes the law — ^yout ampire which 



. ,.,Coo'^lc 



326 THE BUNCBBACE. 

You bow to, whether it has brains or not. 
Where Folly taketh off his cap and bells. 
To clap on Wisdom, which must bear the jest ! 
Where to pass current you must seem the thing, 
The passive thing, that others think ; and not 
Your simple, honest, independent self! 

Helen. Ay : so says Master Walter. See I not 
What can you find in Master Walter, Julia, 
To be 80 fond of him ! 

Julia. He's fond of me. 
I've known him since I was a child. E'en then 
The week I thought a weary, heavy one. 
That brought not Master Walter. I had those 
About me then that made a fool of mc. 
As children oft are fool'd ; but more 1 loved 
Good Master Walter's lesson than the play 
With which they'd surfeit me. As I grew up, 
More frequent Master Walter came, and more 
I loved to see him. I had tutors then. 
Men of great skill and learning — hut not one 
That tanght like Master Walter. What they'd show rae, 
And I, dull as I was, but doubtful saw, — 
A word from Master W^te^ made as clear 
As daylight ! When my schooling days were o'er — 
Tliat'a now good three years past — three years — I tow 
I'm twenty, Helen I — welt, as I was saying. 
When I had done with school, and all were gone. 
Still Master Walter came ! and still he comes, 
Summer or winter — frost or rain, I've seen 
The snow upon a level with the hedge. 
Yet there was Master Walter ! 

Hdm. Who comes here ? 
A carrii^, and a gay one, — who alights ? 
Pshaw ! Only Master Walter ! What see yon. 
Which thus repairs the arch of the fair brow, 
A frown was Hke to spoil ? — A gentleman I 
One of our town kings. Mark — how say you now ? 
Wouldst be a town queen, Julia ? Which of us, 
I wonder, comes he for ? 

Julia. For neither of us ; 
He's Master Walter's clerk, most like. 
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Hdtn. Moet like ! 
Mark liim as he comes tip the arenue ; 
So looks a clerk ! A clerk has such a gait ! 
So does a clerk dreas, Juha. — mind his hose — 
The/ie Tery like a clerk's ! a diamond Wp 
And button, note you, for his clerkship's hat, — 
O, certainly a clerk ! A velvet cloak, 
Jerkin of silk, and doublet of the same, — 
For all the world a clerk 1 See, Julia, see, 
How Master Walter bows, and yields him place, 
That he may first go in, — a very cterk ! 
I'll learn of thee, love, when I'd know a clerk. 

Julia. I wonder who he is. 

Helen. Wouldat like to know ? 
Wouldst, for a fancy, ride to town with him ? 
I prophesy he comes to take thee thither. 

Jidia. He ne'er takes me to town. No, Helen, no ; 
To town who will, a country life for me I 

Helen. We'll see. 

Enter Fatbou. 

Fath. Yon're wanted, madam. 

Julia ^embarroMed^. Which of us ? 

Fath. You, raadam. 

Helen. Julia! what's the matter? Nay, 
Mount not the rose so soon. He most not see it 
A month hence. 'Tis love's flower, which once she 

The maid is ^1 his own. 

Julia. Goto! 

Helen. Be sure 
He comes to woo thee ! He will bear thee hence ; 
He'll make thee change the country for the town. 

Julia. I'm constancy. Name he the town to me, 
111 tell him what I think ou't ! 

Helmi. Then you guess 
He comes a wooing ! 

Julia. I guess nought. 

Helen. You do I 
At your grave words, your lips, more honest, smile, 
And show them to be traitors. Hie to him. 
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Jtdia. Hie thee to sobemesa. [Got* out. 

Helen. Ay, will I, when, 
Thy bridemaid, I shall Me to church with thee. 
"Well, Fathom, who is come ? 

Fath. I know not. 

Hdm. What! 
Didst thou not hear his name ? 

Fatk. I did. 

HOm. What is't ? 

Fath. I noted not. 

Helen. What hast thou ears for, then ? 

F»}Uk. What good were it for me to mind his name ? 
I do bat what I must do. To do that 
Is labour quite enough 1 

Wal. [withmt.1 What, Fathom ! 

Fath. Here. 

Wal. Xmlering."^ Here, sirrah! WhMwfore didst 
not come to me? 

Fitih. You did not bid me come. 

Wal. IcalI'dtiiee. 

Fatk. Yes, 
And I said, " Here ;" and waited then to know 
Yonr worship's will with me. 

Wal. We go to towu. 
Thy mistreBs, thou, and all the house. 

Fath. Well, sir ? 

Wal. MaVat thou not ready then to go to town ? 
Hence, knare, despatch ! QFathou goet out. 

Helen. Go we to town ? 

Wal. We do; 
^is now her father''s will she sees the town. 

Helen. I'm glad on't. Goes she to her father 1 

Wal. No : 
At the derire of thine, she for a term 
Share!! roof with thee. 

Helm. I'm very glad on't. 

WaL What ! 
You like her then? I thought you would. "Hs time 
She sees the town. . 

Helen. It has been time for that 
These six years. 
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Wal, By thy wisdom's couot. No doabt 
YouVe told her what a precious place it is. 

Helen. I have. 

JVal. I oven guess'd as much. For that 
I told thee of her ; brought thee here to see her ; 
And praj'd thee to sojourn a space with her ; 
That its fair space from thy too fair report. 
Might strike a novice lees, — so less deceive her. 
I did not put thee under check. 
■ Helen. "T was right,— 
Else had I broken loose, and run the wilder! 
So knows she not het father yet : that's strange. 
I prithee how does mine ? 

Wai. Well— very well. 
XewB for thee. 

Helm. What? 

Wal. Thy cousin is in tovru, 

Helen. My cousin Modus ? 

JVal. Much do I suspect 
That cousin's nearer to thy heart than blood. 

Helen, Pshaw ! Wed me to a musty Ubrary ! 
Love liim who nothing loves but Greek and Latin ! 
But, Master Walter, you forget the main 
Surpaswng point of all ! Who's come with yon ? 

Wal. Ay, that's the quesiiou ! 

Helen. Is he soldier or 
Civilian? lord or gentleman ? He's rich, 
If that's his chariot ! Where is his estate ? 
What brings it in ? Six thousand pounds a year ? 
Twelve thousand, may be ! Is he bachelor, 
Or husband ? Bachelor I'm sure he is ! 
Gomes he not hither wooing. Master Walter ? 
Nay, prithee, answer me ! 

fVal, Who says thy sex 
Are curious ? That they're patient, 111 be sworn ; 
And reasonable — very reasonable — 
To look for twenty answers in a breath I 
Come, thou shalt be enlightened — but propound 
Thy questions one by one I Thou'rt far too apt 
A scholar ! My ability to teaoh 
Will ne'er keep pace, I feitr, with thine to learn. 

[_TAeyffO out 



THB BUnOHBACK. 



SCENE III. — An Apartment in the Houte. 
Enter Jolia, followed by Clipposd. 

Jvlia. No mote 1 I pnty you, sir, no more ! 

ai/. I love you. 

Julia. You mock me, sir ! 

Clif. Then ia there no such thing 
On earth as reverence. Honour filial, the fear 
Of kings, the awe of enpreme heaven itself. 
Are only shows and sounds that stand for nothing. 
I love you ! 

Julia. You have known me scarce a minute. 

Clif. Say but a moment, still I say I love yon. 
Love's uot a flower that grows on the dull earth ; 
Springs by the calendar ; must wait for Bun — 
For rain ; — matures by parts, — must take its time 
To stem, to leaf, to bud, to blow. It owns 
A richer soil, and boasts a quicker seed ! 
You look for it, and see it not ; and lo 1 
E'en while you look, the peerless flower is up. 
Consummate in the birth ! 

Julia. Is't fear I feel \ 
Why else should beat my heart % It can't be fear ! 
Something I needs must say. You're from the town; 
How comes it, sir, you aeek a country wife I 
Methinks 'twill tax his wit to answer that. 

Clif. In joining contrasts lieth love's delight. 
Complexion, stature, nature, mateth it, 
Not with their kinds, but with their oppositea. 
Hence hands of snow in palms of russet lie; 
The form of Hercules affects the sylph's ; 
And breasts that case the lion's fear-proof heart 
Find their loved lodge in arms where tremora dwell ! 
Haply for this, on Afric's swarthy neck, 
Hath Europe's priceless pearl been seen to hang, 
That makes the orient poor 1 So with degrees. 
Rank passes by the circlet-graced brow, 
Upon the forehead bare of notelessnees 
To print the nuptial kiss. As with degrees 
So is't with habits ; therefore I, indeed 
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A gallant of the town, the town forsake, 
To win a country wife. 

Julia. Hia prompt reply 
My backward challenge shames ! Must I give o'er ? 
ni try his wit aguu. Who marries me 
Must lead a country life. 

Clif. The life I'd lead ! 
But fools would fly from it ; for ! 'tis sweet 1 
It fiiida the heart out, be there one to find ; 
And corners in't where store of pleasures lodge, 
We never dreamed were there ! It is to dwell 
'Hid smiles that are not neighbours to dec^t; 
Music whose melody is of the heart, 
And gifts that are not made for interest, — 
Abundantly beatow'd by nature's cheek, 
And voice, and hand ! It is to live on life. 
And husband it 1 It is to constant scan 
The handiwork of Ileaven ! It is to con 
Its mercy, bounty, wisdom, power! It is 
To nearer see onr Ood ! 

JuUa. How like he talks 
To Master Walter ! Shall I give it o'er I 
Not yet. Tliou wouldet not live one half a year ! 
A quarter mightst thou for the novelty 
Of fields and trees ; bnt then it needs must be 
In summer time, when they go dress'd. 

CZi/. Not it ! 
In any time — say winter ! Fields and trees 
Have charms for me in very winter time. 

Julia. But snow may clothe them then. 

Clif. I like them Ml 
As well in snow. 

Jtdia. You do? 

Clif. I do. 

Julia. But night 
Will bide both snow and them, and that sets in 
Ere afternoon is out. A heavy thing, 
A country fireside in a winter's night. 
To one bred in the town, — where winter's sud, 
For sun of gaiety and sportiveness, 
To beggar shining summer. 
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Clif. I should liks 
A country winter's night especiallj' ! 

Julia. You'd sleep by the fire. 

Cl^. Not I ; I'd talk to thee. 

Jidia. You'd tire of that I 

Clif. I'd read to thee. 

Julia. And that ! 

Clif. I'd talk to thee again. 

JtUia. And sooner tire 
Than first you did, and fall asleep at last. 
You'd never do to lead a country life. 

Clif, You deal too harshly with me ! 
maid, 
As loved in^tnictoF brightens dullest wit. 
Fear not to undertake the charge of me I 
A willing pupil kneels to thee, and lays 
Hia title and his fortune at your feet. 

Jidia. His title and his fortnue I 



W<U. So, Sir Thomas ! 
Aha I you husband time ! well, was I right ! 
Is't not the jewel that I told yon 'twas ? 
Wouldst thou not give thine eyes to wear it? Eh ? 
It has an owner though, — nay, start not, — one 
That may be brought to part with't, and with whom 
I'll stand thy fiiend — I will — I say, I will ! 
A strange man, sir, and unaccountable : 
Sut I can humour him — will hnmonr him 
For thy sake, good Sir Thomas, for I like thee. 
Well, ia't a bargain ? Come, thy hand upon it. 
A word or two with thee. 

[ Thei/ retire. Jxtlia and Helen eorm forward. 

Julia. Go up to town ! 

Helen. Have I not said it ten times o'er to thee ? 
But if thou likeat it not, protest i^ainst it. 

Julia, Not if 'tis Master Walter's will. 

Helm. What then? 
Thou wouldst not break thy heart for Master Walter ? i 

Julia. That follows not ! i 
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Helm. What follows not ? 

Julia. That I 
Should break my heart, because we go to town, 

Helen. Indeed ! — O that's another matter. Well, 
I'd e'en advise thee then to do his will ; 
And ever after when I prophesy, 
Believe me, Julia ! 

QTAey retire. Master Walter ame* Jixrteard. 
Enter Fathom. 

Fati. So please you, Sir, a letter,— a post-haste letter ! 
The bearer on horseback, the horse in a foam — smoking 
like a boiler at the heat — be sure a post-haste letter ! 

IVttl. Look to the horse and rider. 

[_Openi the letter arid reads. 
What's this ? A testament addressed to me. 
Found in his lordship's escrutoire, and thence 
Directed to be taken by no hand 
But mine. My ju^sence instantly required. 

QSiR Thomas, Julia, and Ublbn eomejbrteard. 
Come, my mistresses. 

You dine in town to-day. Your father's will 
It is, my Julia, that you see the world. 
And thou ahalt see it in its beat attire. 
Its gayest looks — its richest finery 
It shall put on for thee, that thou may 'st judge 
Betwixt it, and the rural life you've lived. 
Business of moment I'm but juat advised of, 
Touching the will of my late noble master. 
The earl of Bochdale, recently deceased, 
Commands me for a time to leave thee there. 
Sir Thomas, hand her to the chariot. Nay, 
I tell thee true. We go indeed to town I 

[.Tkey go out. 
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SCENE I. — An Apartment in Matter Heartwell$ 

Enter Faihoh and Thomas. 

Thot. Well, Fathom, is tby mistress up ? 

Fath. She is, Master Thomas, and breakfasted, 

Thoe. She standa it well ! 'Twaa five, you say, 
when she came home ; and wants it now three quarters 
of an hour of ten ? "Wait till her stock of country 
health is out. 

Faih. Twill come to that. Master Thomas, before 
she livea another month in town ! three, four, five, six 
o'clock are now the hours she keeps. 'Twas otherwise 
with her in the country. There, my mistress used to 
rise what time she now lies down. 

Thot. Why, yes ; she's changed since she came 
hither. 

Fath. Changed, do you say. Master Thomas? 
Changed forsooth ! I know not the thing in which 
she is not changed, saving that she is still a woman. I 
tell thee there is no keeping pace with her moods. In 
the country she had none of them. WLen I brought 
what she asked for, it was " Thank you. Fathom," and 
no more to do ; but now, nothing contents her. Hark 
ye ! were you a, gentleman. Master Thomas, — for then 
you know you would be a different kind of man, — 
how many times would you have your coat altered ? 

Thot. Why, Master Fathom, as many times as it 
would take to make it fit me. 

Fath. Good! But supposing it fitted thee at the 
fii^? 

Thot. Tlien would I have it altered not at all. 

Fath. Good ! Thou wouldstbe a reasonable gentle- 
man. Thou wouldst have a conscience. Now hark 
to a tale about my lady's last gown. How many 
times, think you, took I it back to the sempstress ? 

Thoe. Thrice, may be. 
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Fath. Thrice, may be! Twenty times, may be; 
and sot ft torn too many for tbe truth on't. Twenty 
times, on the oath of tbe sempBtress. Now mark me — 
can you count ? 

Thtu. After a &shion. 

Fath. You have much to be tliankful for, Master 
Thomas ; you London serving-men haTC a world of 
things, which we in the country never dream of. Now 
mark:— four times took I it back for the flonnce ; 
twice for the sleeves; three for the tucker. How 
many times in all is that ? 

TAot. Eight times to a fraction. Master Fathom. 

Faih. What a master of figures yon are ! Eight 
times — now recollect that ! And then fonnd she fonlt 
writh the trimmings. Now tell me how many times 
took I back the gown for the trimmings ? 

Tiot. Eight times more, perhaps ! 

FatA. Ten times to a certainty. How many times 
makes that ? 

Thot. Eighteen, Master Fathom, by tbe rule of 
addition. 

Fath. And how many times more will make twenty? 

Thos. Twice, by tbe same rule. 

Fath. Thou hast worked with thy pencil and slate. 
Master Thomas '. Well, ten times, as I said, took I 
back the gown for the trimmings : and was she content 
after all ? I warrant you no, or my ears did not pay 
for it. She wished, she said, that the slattern semp- 
stress had not touched the gown, for nought had she 
done, but botched it. Now what think you had the 
sempstress done to the gown ? 

Thot. To surmise that, I must be learned in the 
sempBtress''s art. 

Falh. The sempgtreBs'B art ! Thou hast bit it ! Oh, 
the sweet sempstress ! The excellent sempstress > 
Mistress of her scissors and needles, which are pointless 
and edgelcss to her art ! The sempstress had done 
nothing to the gown yet raves and storms my mistress 
at her for having botched it in the making and mending ; 
and orders her straight to make another one, which 
home the sempstress brings on Tuesday last. 
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Thoi. And found thy tait mistress aa many faults 
with that ? 

Falh. Not one ! She finds it a very pattern of a 
gown ! A well sitting flounce ! The sleeves a fit — 
the tneker a fit — the trimmings her fancy to a T — ^ha ! 
ha! ha! and she praised the sempstress — hal ha! ha! 
and she smiles at me, and I smile — ha ! ha ! ha ! and 
tlie sempstress smiles — ba I ha ! ha ! Now why did 
the sempstress smile ? 

That. That she had snoceeded bo well in her art. 

Fath. Thou hast hit it again. The jade must have 
been bom a sempstress. If ever I marry she shall 
work for my wife. The gown was the same gown, 
and there was my mistress's twentieth mood ! 

Tho$. What think you will Master Walter say 
when he comes back ? I fear he'll hardly know his 
country maid again. Has she yet fixed her wedding- 
day ? 

Folk. She has, Master Thomas. I coaxed it fixim 
her maid. She marries, Monday week. 

Thoi. Comes not Master Waiter back to-day ? 

Fath. Your master expects him. ^A ringins.^ 
Perhaps that's he. I prithee go and open the door ; 
do. Master Thomas, do ; for proves it my master, hell 
surely question me. 

Tho*. And what should I do ? 

Fath. Answer him. Master Thomas, and make him 
none the wiser. He'll go mad, when he learns how 
my lady flaunts it ! Go I open the door, I prithee. 
Eifty things, Master Thomas, know yon, for one thing 
that I know ; you can turn and twist a matter into 
any other kind of matter, and then twist and turn it 
back again, if needs be ; so much you servants of the 
town beat us of the country, Master Thomas. Open 
the door, now ; do. Master Thomas, do ! 

{They go m. 
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SCENE II. — A Garden wiM tteo Arbmrt. 
Enier Mabteb Heartwbll and Mabibr Wai:Teb, meetUig. 

Heart. Good Master Walter, welcome back agiun ! 

Wed. I'm glad to see yon. Master Heartwell. 

Heart. How, 
I pray you, aped the weighty business which 
So sudden call'd yon hence ? 

Wal, Weighty, indeed ! 
What thou wouldst ne'er expect — wilt scarce believe ! 
I/ong hidden wrong, wondrously come to light, 
And great right done ! But more of this anon. 
Now of my ward discourse ! Likes she the town 7 
How does she ? Is she well ? Canst match me her. 
Amongst your city maids 1 

Heart. Nor court ones neither t 
She far outstrips them all ! 

WaL I knew she would. 
What else could follow in a maid so hred ? 
A pure mind, Master Heartwell ! — not a ttunt 
From intercourse with the distemper'd town ; 
With which all contact was wall'd out ; until. 
Matured in soundness, I could tmst her to it. 
And sleep amidst infection. 

Heart. Master Walter ! 

fVal. Well? 

Heart. Tell me, prithee, which is likelier 
To plough a sea in safety ? — he that's wont 
To sail in it, — or ha that hy the chart 
Is master of its soundings, bearings, — knovra 
Its headlands, havens, currents — where 'tis hold, 
And wha% behoves to keep a good look-out. 
The one will swim where nnks the other one ? 

Wal. The drift of this 7 

Heart. Do you not guess it ? 

Wd. Humph! 

Heart. If you would train a maid to live in town, 
Breed her not in the country ! 

Wal. Say you so ! 
And stands she not the test ? 
03 
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Heart. As snow standa fire 1 
Your country maid has melted ail airay, 
And plays the city lady to the h^ght : — 
Her mornings gives to mercers, milliners, 
Shoemakers, jewellers, and haberdasbeis ; 
Her noons, to calls ; her afterooouB, to dressing ; 
Evenings, to plays and drums ; and nights, to routs, 
Balls, masquerades I Sleep only ends the riot, 
"Which waking still begins I 

Wal. I'm all amaze ! 
How bears Sir Thomas this ? 

Heart. Why patiently ; 
Though one can see with pain. 

Wal. She loves him! Hal 
That shrug is doubt ! She'd ne'er consent to wed him 
Unless she loved him ! — never I Her yoang fancy 
The pleasures of the town — new things — have caught. 
Anon their hold vnll slacken ; she'll become 
Her former sulf ag^n ; to its old tnun 
Of sober feelings will her heart return ; 
And then she'll give it wholly to the man 
Her virgin wishes chose 1 

Heart. Here comes Sir Thomas ; 
And with him filaster Modus. 

Wal. Let them pass : 
I would not see him till I speak with her. 

[They retire into one of the arbotm. 

Enter Cupporu and Modus. 

Clif. A dreadful question is it, when v»e love, 
To ask if love's rotum'd ! I did believe 
Fair Julia's heart was mine — I doubt it now. 
But once last night she danced vrith me, her hand 
To this galluit and that engaged, as soon 
As ask'd for ! Maid that loved would scarce do this ? 
Nor viut we together as we used. 
When first she came to town. She loves me less 
Than once she did — or loves me not at all. 

Mod. I'm little skiU'd, Sir Thomas, in the world : 
What mean you now to do ? 

C/j/: Remonstrate with herj 
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Come to an nndcTstaiiding, and, at once, 
If she repente her promise to he mine. 
Absolve her from it— and say farewell to her. 

Mod. Lo, then, yonr opportunity — Bhe cornea — 
My cottrin a]so : — her will I engage, 
Whilst yon convene together. 

Clif. Nay, not yet ! 
My heart tnms coward at the sight of her. 
Stay till it finds new courage 1 Let them pass. 

[Clip, and Modits reitra inlo the oth»r ariour. 

Enter Jolia and Hblbn. 

Helen. So, Monday week will aay good morn to thee 
A maid, and bid good night a sober wife ! 

Julia. That Monday week, I trnst, will never come, 
That brags to make a sober wife of me ! 

Helen, How changed you are, my Julia ! 

Julia. Change makes change. 

Helen. Why wedd'st thou then ? 

Julia, Because I promised him. 

Helen. Thou lovest him ? 

Jtdia. Do I ? 

Helen. He's a man to love : 
A right well-favour'd man ! 

Julia, Your point's well-&Tour'd, 
Where did you purchase it ? In Oracechurch-street 1 

Helen. Pshawl never mind mypoint,hut talk ofhim. 

Julia, I'd rather talk with thee about the lace. 
Where bought you it ? In Oracechurch-street, Cheap- 
side, 
Whitechapel, Little Britain ? Can't you say 
Where 'twas you bought the lace ? 

Helen. In Cheapside, then. 
And now then to Sir Thomas ! He is just 
The height I like a man. 

Julia. Thy feather's just 
The height I like a feather I Mine's too short ! 
What shall I give thee in exchange for it ? 

Helen. What shall I give thee for a minute's talk 
About Sir Thomas ? 

JuHa. Why, thy feather. 
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Helm. Take it ! 

Clif. Z.^iide to Moors.] What, likes ahe not to apeak 

Helen. And now 
Let's talk about Sir Thomas — much I'm sm« 
He loves you. 

Julia. Much I'm sure he ha§ a right ! 
Those know I who would give their eyes to be 
Sir Thomas, for my sake I 

Helen. Such too, know I. 
But 'mong them none that can compare with him, 
Not one so gracefiil. 

Julia. What a graceful set 
Your feather has ! 

Helen. Xay, give it back to me, 
Unless you pay me for't. 

Jvlia. What was't to get ? 

Helm. A minute's talk with thee about Sir Thomas. 

Jtdia. Talk of bis title, and his fortune then. 

Cl^. [Atide.'] Indeed! I would not listen, yet I 
must! 

Julia. An ample fortane, Helen — I shall be 
A happy wife ! What routs, what balls, what masques, 
What gala days ! 

Clif. lAtide}. For these she mairies me 1 
She'll talk of these ! 

Julia. Think not, when I am wed, 
I'll keep the house as owlet does her tower. 
Alone, — when every other bird's on wing. 
Ill use my palfrey, Helen ; and my coach ; 
My barge too for excnr^on on the Thames : 
What drives to Barnet, Hackney, Islington ! 
What rides to Epping, Hounslow, and Blaokheath ! 
What sails to Greenwich, Woolwich, Fulham, Kew ! 
I'll set a pattern to your lady wives I 

Clif. \_Aiide2. Ay, lady ? Trust me, not at my ex- 
pense. 

Julia. And what a wardrobe I 111 have change of 
suits, 
For every day in the year ! and sets for days ! 
My momiug dress, my noon dress, dinner dress, 
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And evening drees ! then will I show yon lace 
A foot deep, can I purchase it ; if not, 
I'll speedily bespeak it. DiamondB too t 
Not buckles, rings, and ear-rings only,— but 
Whole necklaces and stomachers of gems ! 
Ill shine ! be sure I will. 

Clif. {_Afide\. Then shine away ; 
Who coTets thee may wear thee ; I'm not he ! 

Julia. And then my title ! Soon as I pot on 
The ring, I'm Lady CliflFord. So I take 
Precedence of plain mistress, were she e'en 
The richest heiress in the land 1 At town 
Or country ball, you'll see me take the lead, 
While wives that cany on their backs the wealth 
To dower a princess, shall give place to me ; — 
Will I not profit, tbiak you, by my right ? 
Be sure I will ! marriage shall prove to me 
A never-ending pageant. Every day 
Shall show how I am spoused ! I will be known 
For Lady Clifford all the city through. 
And fifty miles the country round about 
Wife of Sir Thomas Clifford, baronet, — 
Not perishable knight ! who when he makes 
A lady of me, doubtless must expect 
To see me play tbe part of one. 

Clif. [Coming forward.'l Moat true. 
But not the part which you design to play. 

Julia. A list'ner, sir ! 

Clif. 'Bj chance, and not intent. , 

Your speech was forced upon mine ear, that ne'er 
More thankless duty to my heart discharged ! 
Would for that heart it ne'er had known the sense 
Which tells it 'tis a bankrupt there, where most 
It coveted to be rich, and thought it was so ! 

Julia ! is it you? Could I have set 
A coronet upon that stately brow. 
Where partial nature hath already bound 
A brighter circlet — radiant beauty's own — 

1 had been proud to see thee proud of it, 
So for the donor thou badst ta'en tho gift, 

Not for the gift ta'en him. Conld I have poui'd 
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The wealth of richest CnBBos in thy kp, 
I had been bleat to see thee scatter it. 
So I was still thy riclies parainotint ! 

Julia. Know you me, sir ? 

Clif. I do ! On Monday week 
"We were to wed ; — and are, so you're content 
The day that weds, wives you to be widoVd. Take 
The privilege of my wife ; be Lady Clifford I 
Outshine the title in the wearing on't I 
Hy coffers, lands, are all at thy command ; 
Wear all ! but, for myself, she wears not me, 
Although the coveted of ev^ eye. 
Who would not wear me for myself alone. 

JuUa. And do yon carry it so proudly, sir ? 

Clif. Proudly, but still more sorrowfully, lady ! 
rU load thee to the church on Monday week. 
Till then, farewell ! and then, — farewell for evCT 1 

JuUa, I have ventured for tliy love. 
As the bold merchant, who, for only hope 
Of some rich gtun, all formra gains will risk. 
Before I Bsk'd a portion of thy heart, 

1 peril'd all my own ; and now, all's lost ! 

QClippord and Modus go ouJ. 
Julia. Helen ! 

Helen, What ails you, sweet ? 
Julia. I cannot breathe — quick, loose my girdle, oh \ 

MASrER Walter and Master Heartwell come fortmrd. 

Wal. Good Master Heartwcll, help to take her in. 
Whilst I make after him ! and look to her ! 
Unlucky chance that took me out of town. 

\lTA^ffo out leverally. 



SCENE III.— The Street. 
Eftier Clifford and Stepren, meeting, 
Ste. Letters, Sir Thomas. 
Clif. Take them home again, 



I sbtJl not read them n 
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Su. Yonr pardon, sir, 
But here b one directed atrangelj'. 

Cl^. How ? 

Ste. " To Master Cli£Fard, gentleman ; now styled 
Sir Thomaa Clifibrd, baronet." 

Clif. Indeed ! 
Whence comes that letter ? V; 

Ste. From abroad. 

Clif. Which is it ? 

Ste. So please yon this, Sir Thomas. 

Clif, Give it me. 

Su. That letter brings not newe to wish him joy 
upon. If he was distnibed before, which I guessed by 
his looks he was, he is not more at ease now. His hand 
to his head ! A most unwelcome letter ! If it brings 
him news of disaster, fortune does not give him his 
deserts ; for nerer waited servant upon a kinder master. 

Clif. Stephen! 

Ste. Sir Thomas! 

Cl^. From my door remove 
The plate that bears my name. 

Ste. The plate. Sir Thomaa ! 

C/jf. The plate — collect my servants and iuatruct 

To make out each their claims unto the end 
Of th^ respective terms, and give them in 
To my steward. Him and them apprise, good fellow. 
That I keep house no more. As you go home 
Call at my coachmaker's and bid him stop 
The carnage I bespoke. The one I have 
Send with my horses to tiie mart whereat 
Such things are sold by auction. They're for sale- 
Pack up ray wardrobe — have my tmnks convey'd 
To the Inn in the next street — and when that's done, 
Go round my tradesmen and collect theb bills. 
And bring them to me, at the Inn. 

Ste. The Inn ! 

Clif. Yes ; I go home no more. Why what's the 
matter? 
What baa fallen out to make yoinr eyea fill up ? 
Youll get another place. I'll certify 
43 
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You're honeat and indostrious, and all 
Tliat a eerrant ought to be. 

Sle. I see, Sir Thomas, 
Some great miafortune has befallen yon 1 

Clif. No ! 
I have health ; I have strength ; my reason, Stephen, 
A heart that's clear in truth, with trust in God. [and 
Ko great disaster can befal the man 
Who's still posseBsed of these ! Good fellow, leare me. 
What you would learn, and have a right to know, 
I wonld not tell you now. — Good Stephen, hence ! 
Mischance has f^en on me — but what of that ? 
Mischance has fallen on many a better man. 
I prithee leave me. I grow sadder while 
I see the eye with which you view my grief, 
'Sdeath, they will out ! I would have been a man, 
Had you been less a kind and gentle one. 
Now, as you love me, leave me. 

Sle. Never master 
So well deserved the love of him that served him. 

ISti^-kek goe> out. 

Clif. Misfortune liketh company : it seldom 
Visits its friends alone. Ha, Master Walter, 
And mfQed too ! I'm in no mood for him. 

Enter Master WaiiTbb. 
JVcU. So, Sir— Sr Thomas Clifford !— what with 

And choler — I do gasp for want of breath ! 

Clif. Well, Master Walter ? 

fVal. You're a rash young man, sir I 
Strong-headed, and wrong-headed — and I fear, mt, 
Not over delicate in that fine sense 
Which men of honour pride themselves upon ! 

Clif. Well, Master Walter ? 

JVal. A yonng woman's heart, sir, 
Is not a stone to carve a posy on ! 
Which knows not what is writ on't — ^whioh yon may 

Exchange, or sell, sir, — ^keep or give away, dr : 
It is a richer — ^yet a poorer thing ; 
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Priceless to him iliat owns and prizes it ; 

Worthless, when own'd, not prized ; which makes the 

man 
That covets it, obtains it, and discards it, — 
A fool, if not a villain, sir. 

Cl^. Well, MT ! 

Wal. You never loved my ward, air '. 

CHf. The blight Heavens 
Bear witness tliat I did ! 

W<d. The bright Heavens, sir. 
Bear not false witness. That you loved her not, 
Is clear, — for had you loved her, you'd have pluck'd 
Tour heart from out yoor breast, en cast her from 

your heart 1 
Old as I am, I know what pasdon is. 
It is the summer's heat, sir, which in vain 
We look for frost in. Ice, like you, sir, knows 
But little of such heat ! We are wrong'd, air, wrong'd ! 
You woM a aword, and so do I. 

Clif. Well, sit 1 

Wai. You know the use, sir, of a aword ? 

CSf. I do. 
To whip a knave, sir, or an honest man 1 
A wise man or a fool — atone for wrong. 
Or double the amount on't ! Mast^ Walter, 
Touching your ward, if wrong is done, I think 
On my side lies the grievance. I would not say so 
Did I not think so. As for love — look, air, 
That hand's a widower's, to its first mate awom 
To clasp no second one. As for amends, sir, 
You're free to get them from a man in whom 
You've been forestall'd by fortune, for tlie 8i»te 
Which she has vented on him, if you still 
Esteem him worth your anger. Please you read 
That letter. Now, atr, judge if life is dear, 
To one ao much a loser, 

Wal. What, all gone ! 
Thy cousin living they reported dead ! 

Clif. Title and land, dr, uato which add love! 
All gone, save life and honour, which ere I'll lose, 
m let the other go. 
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Wal. We're public here, 
And ma}r be interrupted. Let us seek 
Some epot of privacy. Your letter, sir, \_Gwet it bade. 
Though fortune slights you, 111 not slight you ; uot 
Your title or the lack of it I heed. 
Whether upon the Bcore of love or hate, 
With yon and you alone I settle, tat. 
We're gone too for, 'Twere folly now to part 
Without a reckoning. 

Clif. Just as yon please. 

JVal. Yon've done 
A noble lady wrong. 

Clif. That Udy, sir. 
Has done me wrong. 

Wal. Oo to, thou art a boy 
Fit to be trusted with a pla3^hing, not 
A woman's heart. Thou know'at not what it is ! 
Which I will prove to thee, soon as we find 
Convenient place. Come on, sir 1 you shall get 
A lesson that shaU serve you for the rest 
Of your life. I'll make you own her, air, a piece 
Of Nature's handiwork, as costly, Seee 
From bias, flaw, and fair as ever yet 
Her cunning band tum''d out. Come on, sir ! come. 
IThsyffOQut. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L—A Dramng Room. 

Enter Lord Tinsel and the Earl op Rochdale. 

7*171. Refuse a lord ! A saucy lady this. 
I scarce can credit it. 

Boch. She'll change her mind. 
My agent. Master Walter, is her guardian. 

Tin, How can you keep that Hunchback in his office ? 
He mocks you. 

RoeA. He is useful. Never heed him. 
My offer now do I present through him. 
He has the title-deeds of my estates, 
^e'U listen to their wooing. I must have her. 
Not that I love her. but that all allow 
She's fairest of the fair. 

Tin. Distinguish 'd well : 
Twere most unseemly for a lord to love ! — 
Leave that to commoners. Tia vulgar — she's 
Betroth'd, you tell me, to Sir Thomas Clifford ? 

Boch. Yes. 

Tin. That a commoner should thwart a lord ! 
Yet not a commoner, A baronet 
Is fish and flesh. Nine parts plebeian, and 
Patrician in the tenth. Sir Thomas Clifford ! 
A man, they say, of brains. I abhor brains 
As I do tools : They're things mechanical. 
So &r are we above our foreiatheTs : — 
They to their brains did owe their titles, as 
Do lawyers, doctors. We to nothing owe them, 
Which makes us far the nobler. 

RocA. Is it so? 

Tin. Believe me. You shall profit by my training ; 
You grow a lord apace. I saw you meet 
A bevy of your former friends, who fain 
Had shaken hands with you. You gave them fingers i 
You're now another man. Your house b changed, — 
Your table changed— your retinae — your horse— 
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WLere once you rode a hack, yon now ba«k blood ; — 
Befits it then you also change your friends ! 

Ento" WiLUAMs. 

Will. A gentleman would eee your lordship. 

Tin. Sir! 
What's that ? 

IVill. A gentleman would see his lordship. 

Tin. How know you, air, his lordship is at home t 
Is he at home because he goes not out ? 
He's not at home, though there you see him, sir. 
Unless he certify that he's at home ! 
Bring up the name of the gentleman, and then 
Your lord will know if he's at home, or not. 

[Williams j^oM out. 
Your man was porter to some merchant's door, 
Wbu never taught him better breeding 
Than to speak the vulgar truth ! Well, ^ ? 

WiLUAHS having re-entered. 

Will. His name. 
So please your lordship, Markham. 

Tin. Do you know 
The thing ? 

Roch. Right well ! I'faith a hearty fellow. 
Sod to a worthy tradesman, who would do 
Great things with little means ; so enter'd him 
In the Temple. A good fellow, on my life. 
Nought smacking of his stock ! 

Tin. You've said enough ! 
His lordship's not at home. [Williams ^OMout.^ We 

do not go 
By hearts, but orders ! Had he family — 
Blood — though it only were a drop — his heart 
"Would pass for something ; lacking such desert, 
Were it ten times the heart it is, 'tis nought 1 

£nter Wiuiahs. 
Will. One Master Jones hath ask'd to see your 

lordship. 
Tin. And what was your reply to Master Jonea i 
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Will. I knew not if hia lordship waa at boma. 

Tin. You'll do. Who's Master Jones ? 

Roch. A curate's eon. 

Tin. A curate's 1 Better be a yeoman's sou ! 
Was it the rector's son, he might be known, 
BecauBe the rector is a lifflng man. 
And may become a bishop. He goes light. 
The curate ever hath a loaded back, 
He may be called the yeoman of the church, 
That sweating does his work, and drudges on, 
While lives the hopeful rector at his ease. 
How made you his acquaintance, pray I 

BocA. We read 
Latin and Qreek together. 

Tin. Dropping Uiem — 
As, now that you're a lord, of course you've don^— 
Drop him — You'll say hb lordship's not at home. 

Will. So please your lordship, I foigot to say, 
One Richard Cricket likewise is below. 

Tin. Who? Richard Cricket 1 You must see him, 
Rochdale ! 
A noble little fellow ! A great man, sir ! 
Not knowing whom, you would be nobody ! 
I won five thousand pounds by him ! 

RoeA. Who is be? 
I never heard of him. 

Tin. What ! never heard 
Of Richard Cricket ! never heard of him ! 
Why, he's the jockey of Newmarket; you 
May win a cup by him, or else a sweepstakes. 
I bade him call upon you. You must see him. 
Hie lordship is at home to Richard Cricket. 

RocA. Bid him wait in the ante-room. 

[ Williams jjTOM out. 

Tin. The ante-room ! 
The best room in your bouse ! You do not know 
The use of Richard Cricket ! Show him, sir, 
Into the drawing-room. Your lordship needs 
Must keep a racing-stud, Aid you'll do well 
To make a friend of Richard Cricket, Well, Mr, 
What's that ? 
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Enter Wiluahs. 
Will. So pleaae your lordship, a petition. 

Tin. Hadst not a, service 'mongst the Hottentots 
Ere thou earnest hither, friend ? Freeent thy lord '■ 
With a petition ! At mechanics' doors. 
At tradesmen's, shopkeepers', and merchants' only. 
Have such things leave to knock 1 Make thy lord's gate 
A wicket to a workhouse ! Let us see it — 
Subscriptiona to a book of poetry ! 

Coroelina Tense, A.M. 
Which means he construes Greek and Latin, works 
Problems in mathematics, can chop logic. 
And is a conjuror in philosophy. 
Both natural and moral. — Pshaw ! a man 
Whom nobody, that is, anybody, knows. 
Who, think you, follows him ? Why an M.D., 
An F.E.8., an F.A.S., and then 
A D.D., Doctor of Divinity, 
Ushering in an LL.D., which means 
Doctor of Laws — their harmony, no doubt, 
The difference of their trades ! There's nothing here 
But languages, and sciences, and arts. 
Not an iota of nobility '. 

We cannot give our names. Take back the paper. 
And tell the bearer there's no answer for him : — 
That is the lordly way of saying " No." 
But talking of subscriptions, here is one 
To which your lordship may affix your name. J 

Rock, Pray, who's the object ? 

Tin. A most worthy man ! 
A man of singular deserts ; a man 
In serving whom your lordship will aerve me, — 
Signor Cantata, 

Roch. He's a friend of yours 7 

Tin. O, no, I know him not ! I've not that pleasnte. 
But Lady Dangle knows him ; she's his friend. 
He wilt oblige us with a set of concerts, 
Six concerts to the set. — The set three guineas. 
Your lordship will subscribe ? 

Rock. 0, by all means. 

Tin. How many sets of tickets! Two at least. 
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You'll like to tate a fnend ? Ill set you down 

Six guineas to Signor Cantata's concerts. 

And now, my Lord, we'll to him, — ^then we'll walk. 

Roch. Nay, I would wait the lady's answer. 

Tin. Wait! take an excursion to the country ; let \ 
Her answer wut for yon. 

Roeh. Indeed I 

Tin. Indeed! 
Befits a lord nought like indifference. 
Say an estate should fall to you, you'd take it, 
As it concerned more a atander by 
Than you. As you're a lord, be sure you ever 
Of that make little other men make much of ; 
Nor do the thing they do, but the right contrary. 
Where the distinction else 'twixt them and you ? 

^TAe;/ go out. 



SCENE II. — An Apartment in Matter HeartwdFi 

Master Wai-teh discovered looking through tUle-deedg and 
paperi. 

Wal. So falls out eyerything as I would have it. 
Exact in place and time. This lord's advances 
Receives she, — as, I augur, in the spleen 
Of wounded pride she will, — my course is clear. 
She comes — all's well — the tempest rages stiU. 
3viA\enter»,andpaeea the room in a Hate of high excitement. 

Julia. What have my eyes to do with water ! Fire 
Becomes them better ! 

»W. True. 

Julia. Yet, must I weep 
To be so monitor'd, and by a man \ 
A man that was my slave ! whom I have seen 
Kneel at my feet from mom till noon, content 
With leave to only gaze upon my iace, 
And tell me what he read there, — ^till the page 
I kne^by heart, I "gan to doubt I knew, 
Emblazon'd by the comment of hie tongue ! 
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And he to lesson me ! Let him come here 
On Honday week 1 He ne'er leads mo to church ! 
I would not profit hy hie rank, or wealth, 
Tbongh kings might call him cousin, for their sake ! 
Ill show him I hare pride ! 

fVal. You're very right ! 

Julia. He would have had to-day our wedding-day ! 
I fix'd a month from this. He pray'd and pray'd ; 
1 dropp'd a week. Ho pray'd and pray d the man 1 
I droppM a second one. Still more he pray'd ! 
And I took off another week, — and now 
I haye his leave to wed, or not to wed ! 
Hell see that I have pride 1 

fVai. And 80 he ought. 

Julia. O ! for some way to bring him to my foot ! 
But he should lie there ! Why, 'twill go ahroad 
That he haa cast me off. That there should lire 
The man could say so ! Or that I should live 
To be the leavings of a man ! 

JVal. Thy case 
I own a bard one. 

Julia. Hard I Twill drive me mad ! 
His wealth and title I I refused a lord — 
I did ! that privily implored my hand. 
And never cared to tell him on''t ! So much 
I hate him now, that lord should not in vain 
Implore my hand again ! 

Wal. You'd give it him ? 

Julia. I would. 

Wal. You'd wed that lord ? 

Julia. That lord I'd wed ;— 
Or any other lord, — only to show him 
That I could wed above him ! 

Wal. Give me your hand 
And word to that. 

Julia. There 1 Take my hand and word ! 

Wal. That lord hath offered you his hand agun. 

Julia. He has ? 

Wal. Your father knows it : he approves of him. 
There are the title-deeds of the estates, 
Sent for my jealous scrutiny. All sound, — 
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No flaw, or speck, that e'en the lynx-eyed law 

Itself could find. A lord of many lands t 

In Berkshire half a county ; and the same 

In Wiltshire, and in Lancashire ! Across 

The Irish Sea a principality ! 

And not a rood with bond or lien on it ! 

Wilt give that lord a wife ? Wilt mate thyself 

A countess ? Here's the proffer of his hand. 

Write thou content, and wear a coronet ! 

Jviia. ^Eagerly.'\ Give me the paper. 

Wal. There ! Here's pen and ink. 
Sit down. Why do you pause ? A flourish of 
The pen, and you're a countess. 

Julia. My poor brain 
Wbbls ronnd and round ! I would not wed him now, 
Were he more lowly at my feet to sue 
Than e'er he did ! 

JVal. Wed whom ? 

Julia. Sir Thomas Clifford. 

Wal. You're right. 

Julia. His rank and wealth are roots to doubt ; 
And while they lasted, atill the weed would grow, 
Howe'er you pluck'd it. No! That's o'er — That's 

Was never lady wrong'd so foul as I ! [_fFe^i. 

Wal. Thou'rt to be pitied. 

Julia- {_Aromed.'] Pitied 1 Not so had 
As that. 

Wal. Indeed thou art, to love the man 
That apuma tliee ! 

Julia. Love him ! Love ! If hate could find 
A word more harsh than its own name, I'd take it, 
To apeak the love I bear him ! {_Weepi. 

Wal. Write thy own name. 
And show him how near akin thy hate's to hate, 

Julia. {v)ritet.'\ 'Tis done ! 

Wal. 'Tis well ! I'll come to you anon ! \_Goet out. 

Julia, \_Altme.'\ I'm glad 'tis done! I'm very glad 
'tis done ! 
Fve done the thing I ought. From my disgrace 
This lord shall lift me 'hove the reach of scora— 



.,, Google 



336 THB HnHCRBAOX; 

That idly wi^ bis tongue, where wealth and state 

Need only beckon to hare crowds to laud ! 

Then how the tables change ! The hand he spora'd 

His betters take ! Let me remember that ! 

I'll grace my rank ! I will ! I'll carry it 

As I was born to it ! I warrant none 

Shall say it fits me not : — but, one and all 

Confess I wear it bravely, as I ought ! 

And he shall hear it ! ay! and he shall Bee it ! 

I will roll by him in an equipage 

Would mortgage bis estate — but he shall own 

His slight of me was my advancement ! Love me I 

He never loved me ! if he had, he ne'er 

Had given me up ! Love's not a spider's web 

Bat fit to mesh a fly — that you can break 

By only blowing on't! He never loTed me ! 

He knows not what love is — or, if he does, 

He has not been o'er chary of his peace! 

And tltat hell find when I'm anothei's wife, 

Lost ! — lost to him for ever ! Tears again I 

Why should I weep for him T Who make their woes 

Deserve them ! what have I to do vrith tears ? 

Enter Hblbn. 

Helm. News, Julia, news I 

Julia. What ! is't ^ont Sir Thomas ? 

Helen. Sir Thomas, say you ? He's no more Sr 
Thomas ] 
That cousin lives, as hdr to whom, his wealth 
And title came to him. 

Julia. Was he not dead ? 

Helen. No more than I am dead, 

Julia. I would 'twere not so. 

Helen. What say you, Julia? 

Julia. Nothing! 

Helen. I could kiss 
That cousin ! couldn't you, Julia ? 

Julia. Wherefore? 

Helen. Why 
For coming back to life again, as 'twere 
Upon hia cousin to revenge you. 
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Julia. Helen! 

Hdm. Indeed 'tis true. With what a sorry grace 
The gentleman will bear himself without 
His title ! Master Clifford ! Have you not 
Some token to return him ? Some loTfl-lettcr ? 
Some brooch ? Some pin ? Some anything ? Ill be 
Your meeseoger, for nothing but the pleasure 
Of calling him plain " Master Clifford." 

Julia. Helen! 

Helen. Or has he anght of thine ? Write to him, 
Julia, 
Demanding it 1 Do, Julia, if yon lore me; 
And I'll direct it in a schoolboy's hand. 
As roand as I can write, " To Master Clifford." 

Julia, Helen.! 

Helen. I'll think of fifty thouaand ways 
To mortify him ! I've a twentieth cousin, 
A care-for-nought at mischief. Him I'll set. 
With twenty other madcaps like himself. 
To walk the streets the traitor most frequents, 
And give him salutation as he passes — 
" How do you, Master Clifford ? " 

Julia. [_HipAly incmsed] Helen! 

Helen. Bless me ! 

Julia. I hate you, Helen ! 

Enter MoDtis. 

Mod. Joy for yon, fair lady ! 
Our baronet is now pliun gentleman, 
And hardly that, not master of the means 
To bear himself as such ! The kinsman lives 
Whose only rumour'd death gave wealth to him. 
And title. A hard creditor he proves. 
Who keeps strict rsckoning — will have interest. 
As well aa principal. A ruin'd man 
Is now Sir Thomas CliSbrd. 

Helen. I'm glad on't. 

Mod. And so am I. A scurvy trick it was 
He served you, madam. Use a lady so! 
I merely bore with him. I never liked him. 

Helen. No more did I. No, never could I thiQk 
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He laok'd his title. 

Mod. No, nor acted it. 
If rightly they report, he ne'er disbursed 
To entertain liiB friends, 'tis broadly eaid, 
A hundred pounds in the year. He was most poor 
In the appointments of a niaa of rank. 
Possessing wealth like his. Hia horses, hsoka ! 
His gentleman, a footman! and his footman, 
A groom ! The sports that men of qtiaUty 
And Bpirit countenance, he kept aloof from, 
From Bcrnple of economy, not taste, — 
As racing and the like. In brief, he lack'd 
Those shining points that, more than name, denote 
High breeding; and, moreover, was a man 
Of very shallow learning. 

Julia. Silence, sir ! 
For shame ! 

Helen. Why, Jnlia! 

JtUia. Speak not to me ! Poor ! 
Most poor ! I tell yon, sir, he was the making 
Of fifty gentlemen — each one of whom 
Were more thwi peer for thee ! His title, sir. 
Lent him no grace he did not pay it back ! 
Thongh it had been the highest of the high. 
He wonld have look'd it, felt it, acted it. 
As thou could'st ne'er have done ! When fonnd you 
You liked him not ? It was not ere to-day ! [out 

Or that base spirit I must reckon yours 
Which smiles where it would scowl — can stoop to hate 
And fear to show it ! He was your better, sir. 
And is ! — Ay, is ! though atripp'd of rank and wealth. 
His nature's 'bove or fortune's lore or spite. 
To blazon or to blnr it ! {R^ret.'\ 

Mod. [To Helen.] I was told 
Much to disparage him — I know not wherefore. 

Helen. And so was I, and know as mnoh the cause. 

Ent^ Mastbb Walter, idth parchment*. 
Wal. Joy, my Julia ! 
Impatient love has foresight \ Lo yon here 
The marriage deeds £U'd up, except a blank 
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To write your jointure. What you will, my girl I 
Is tbb a lover ? Look ! Three thousand pounds 
Per annum for your private charges ! Ha ! 
There's pin money ! Is this a lover ? Mark 
What acres, forests, tenements, are tax'd 
For your revenue ; and so set apart. 
That finger cannot touch them, save thine own. 
Is this a lover ? What good fortune's thine ! 
Thou dost not speak ; but, 'tis the way with joy ! 
With richest heart, it has the poorest tongue ! 

Mod. What great good fortune's this you speak of, sir? 

Wal. A coronet. Master Modus ! You behold 
The wife elect, sir, of no less a man 
Than the new Earl of Rochdale — heir of him 
That's recently deceased. 

Helen. My dearest Julia, 
Much joy to you ! 

Mod. All good attend you, madam ! 

Wal. This letter brings excuses from his lordship, 
Whose absence it accounts for. He repiurs 
To his estate in Lancashire, and thither 
We follow. 

Jtilia. When, sir ? 

fVal. Now. This very hour, 

Julia. This very hour ! Oh cruel, fetal haste ! 

Wal. " cruel, taxal haste ! " "What meanest thou ? 
Have I done wrong to do thy bidding, then ! 
I have done no more, Thon wast an off-cast bride, 
And would'st be an affianced one — thou art so ! 
Thou'dst have the slight thatmark'd thee out for scorn, 
Converted to a means of gracing thee — 
It is so ! If our wishes come too soon. 
What can make snre of welcome ? In my zeal 
To win tiiee thine, thou know'st, at any time 
Td play the steed, whose will to serve his lord, 
With his last breath gives his last bound for him ! 
Snce only noon have I despatch'd what well 
Had kept a brace of clerks, and more, on foot, — 
And then, perhaps, had been to do again 1 — 
Not finish'd sure, complete — tbe compact firm. 
At fate itself had seal'd it ! 
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Julia. Give you thanks ! 
Though 'tn-ere my death ! my death I 

Wal. Thy death ! indeed, 
For happiness like this, one well might die ! 
Take thy lord's letter ! Well ? 

Enter Tuouj-b, milh a letter. 

Tfm. This letter, sir, 
The gentleman that served Sir Thomas Chfibtd — 
Or him that was Sir Thomas — gave to me 
For Mistress Julio. 

Julia. Oive it me 1 

[Throwing aieay the one *ke koldi. 

Wal. \_Snatchi7i3 it.'] For what ? 
Would'st read it ? lie's a bankrupt ! stripp'd of title. 
House, chattels, lauds and all ! A naked bankrupt. 
With neither purse, nor trust I Would'st read his letter? 
A beggar 1 Yea, a beggar ! fasts, unless 
He dines on alms ! How durst he send thee a letter! 
A fellow cut on this hand, and on that ; 
Bows and is cut s^ain, aud hows again I 
Who pays you fifty smiles for half a one, — 
And that given grudgingly ! To send you letter I 
I burst with choler ! Thus I treat his letter ! 

Q Teart and tkrowt it on the ground. 
So I I was wrong to let him ruffle me; 
He is not worth the spending anger on ! 
I prithee. Master Modus, use despatch. 
And presently make ready fur our ride. 
You, Helen, to ray Julia look — a cbange 
Of dresses will suf&ce. She must have new ones. 
Matches for her new state 1 Haste, friends. My Julia ! 
Why stand you poring there upon the ground? 
Time flies. Your rise astounds you ? Never heed — 
You'll play my lady countess like a queen ! 

Z.l'hei/ ffo out. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I— ^ Room in the Earl of RocMale't. 

Eater Helen. 

Helen. I'm weary wandering from room to room ; 
A castle after all ie but a house — 
The dullest one when lacking company. 
Were I at home, T could he company 
Unto myself. I see not Master Walter. 
He's ever with his ward. I see not her. 
By Master Walter's will she hide, alone. 
My fother stops in town. I can't Bee him. 
My cousin makes his books his company. 
I'll go to bed and sleep. No — I'll stay np 
And plague my cousin into making love ! 
For, that he loves me, shrewdly I suspect. 
How dull he is that hath not sense to see 
What lies before him, and heM like to find 1 
I'll change my treatment of him. Cross him, where 
Before I used to humour him. He comes. 
Poring upon a book. What's that you read ? 
Enter Modus. 

Mod. Latin, sweet cousin. 

Helen. 'Tis a naughty tongue, 
I fear, and teaches men to lie. 

Mod. To lie I 

Helen. Yon study it. You call your cousin sweet, 
And treat her as you would a crab. As sour 
'Twould seem you think her, so you covet her ! 
Why how the monster stares, and looks about I 
You construe Latin, and can't construe that. 

Mod. I never studied women. 

Helm. No ; nor men. 
Else would you better know their ways : nor read 
In presence of a lady. ^Strikes the hook from his hand. 

Mod. Right you say. 
And well you served me, cousin, so to strike 
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The rolDme from my hand. I own my &nlt ; 
So please yon, — may I pick it up again ? 
I'll put it in my pocket ! 

Helen. Pick it up. 
He fears me 08 I were his grandmother ! 
"What 19 the book ? 

Mod. 'Tia Ovid's Art of Love. 

Helen. That Ovid was a fool ! 

Mod. In what ! 

Hel&n. la that : 
To call that thing an art, which art is none. 

Mod. And is aot love an art ? 

Hekn. Are you a fool, 
As well as Ovid ? Love an art ! No art 
But taketb time and pains to learn. Love comes 
With neither. Is't to hoard such grain as that. 
You went to college "i Better stay at home. 
And study homely English. 

Mod. Nay, you know not 
The argument. 

Helm. I don't ? I know it better 
Than ever Ovid did ! The face, — the form, — 
The heart, — the mind we fancy, cousin ; that's 
The argument ! Why, cousin, you know nothing. 
Suppose a lady were in love with thee, 
Couldst thou by Ovid, cousin, find it out ? 
Couldst find it out, wast thou in lave thyself? 
Gould Ovid, cousin, teach thee to make love ? 
I conld, that never read him. Yon begin 
With melancholy ; then to sadness ; then 
To sickness ; then to dying— but not die ! 
She would not let thee, were she of my mind ; 
She'd take compassion on thee. Then for hope ; 
From hope to confidence ; from confidence 
To boldness ; — then you'd speak ; at first entreat ; 
Then ui^e; then flout; then argue; then enforce ; 
Make prisoner of her hand ; besiege her waist ; 
Threaten her lips with storming ; keep thy word 
And carry her ! My sampler "gainst thy Ovid ! 
Why cousin, ore you frighten'd, that you stand 
As yon were stricken dumb ? The case is clear. 
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You are no Bbldira. You'll ne'er win n battle. 
You care too much for blows ! 
Mod. You wrong me there. 
At school I was the champion of mj' form, 
And since I went to college — 

Helen. That for college ! 

Mod. Nay, hear me ! 

Helen. Well ! What, since yon went to college ? 
You know what men are set down for, who boaet 
Of their own bravery. Go on, brave cousin : 
What, since yon went to college ? Was there not 
One Quentin Halworth there ? You know there was. 
And that he was your master ! 

Mod. He my master 1 
Thrice was he worsted by me. 

Helm. Still was be 
Yonr master. 

Mod, He allow'd I had the best ! 
AUow'd it, mark me ! nor to me alone. 
But twenty I could name. 

Helen. And maater'd you 
At last ! Confess it, consiu, 'tia the truth. 
A proctor's daughter yon did both affect — 
Look at me and deny it 1 Of the tvnun 
She more affected you ; — I've caugbt yon now. 
Bold cousin ! Mark you ? opportunity 
On opportunity she gave you, sir, — 
Deny it if you can! — but though to others, 
When you discoursed of her, you were a flame ; 
To her you were a wick that would not light, 
Though held in the very fire ! And so he won her — 
Won her, because he woo'd her like a man. 
For all your cuffings, cuffing you again 
With most usurious interest. Now, air. 
Protest that you are valiant ! 

Mod. Consin Helen ! 

Hden. Well, sir ? 

Mod. The tale ia all a forgery! 

Helen. A foigery! 

Mod. From first to last ; ne'er spoke I 
To a piocttnr's daughter while I was at college 
r2 
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Helen. 'Twm a scriveDer's then — or Bomebody'e. 
But what concerns it whose ? Enough, yoa loved her! 
And. shame upon you, let another take her ! 

Mod. Consul, I tell you, if yon'U only hear me, 
I loved no woman while I was at college — 
Save one, and her I foncied ere I went there. 

Helen. Indeed ! Xow I'll retreat, if he's advanung. 
Comes he not on I O what a stock's the man ? 
Well, cousin ? 

Mod. TP'ell ! What more would'st have me say ? 
I think I've said enough. 

Helen. And so think I. 
I did but jest with you. You are not angry ? 
Shake hands ! Why, cousin, do you squeeze me so? 

Mod. \Jettinff herffo.^ 1 swear I squeezed you not! 

Helm. Yon did not ? 

Mod. No, 
I'll die if I did! 

Helen. Why then you did not, ooudn. 
So let's shake hands agiun — ^he take* her Aand at b^bre."] 

go and now 
Read Ovid 1 Conain, wilt you tetl me one thing : 
Wore lovers ruSa in master Ovid's time 1 
Behoved him teach them, then, ^ put them on; — 
And that you have to learn. Hold up your head ! 
Why coQsin, how you bluah 1 Plague on the ruff! 
I cannot give't a sot. You're blushing still I 
Why do you blush, dear cousin? So! — 'twill beat me! 
I'll give it up. 

Mod. Nay, prithee don't — try on 1 

Helot. And if I do, I fear you'll think roe bold. 

Mod. For what? 

Helun. To trust my face so near to thine. 

Mod. I knoiv not what you mean, 

Helen. I'm glad you don't ! 
Cousin, I own right well behaved you are. 
Most marvellously well behaved ! They've bred 
You well at college. With another man 
My lips would be in danger ! Hang the ruff! 

Mod. Nay, give it up, nor plague tliysel^ dear cousin. 

Helen. Dear fool! [lArow* the ruff' on the ground."} 
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I swear the ruff is good for jost 

As little as its master ! There ! — 'Tis apoil'd — 

You'll have to get another. Hie for it, 

And wear it in the fashion of a wisp, 

Ek« I adjust it for tliee ! Farevrell, cousia ! 

You'd need to study Ovid's Art of Love. 

[Helen got* out. 
Mod. £Solui.'2 Went she in anger I I wiU follow 
her, — 
Ko, I will not I Heigbo ! I lave my cousin I 
would that she loved me ! Why did she taunt me 
With backwardness in love ? Wiiat could she mean ? 
Sees she I love her, and so laughs at me. 
Because I lack the front to woo her ? Nay, 
111 woo her then ! Her lips shall be in danger. 
When next she trusts them near me 1 Lo^k'd she at me 
To-day, as neTer did she look before I 
A bold heart. Master Modus ! ^Tis a sapng, 
A faint one never won fair lady yet ! 
I'll woo my cousin, come what will on't. Yes : 

[^Beffiiu reading again, throw* dou>n the book. 
Hang Ovid's Art of Love ! I'll woo my cousin '. 

[^Goetout. 



SCENE ll.~Ths Banqueting-room in the Earl of 
Rochdale' » Matuian. 
Enter MisrEn Walter and 3vjaa. 
Wal, This is the banqueting-room. Tbou see'st as far 
It leaves the last behind, as that exc«ls 
The former ones. All is proportion here 
And harmony! Observe ! The massy pillars 
Hay well look prond to bear the gilded dome. 
You mark those full-length portraits f They're the 

The stately heads, of his ancestral line. 
Here o'er the feast they haply still preside 1 
Mark those medallions [ Stand they forth or not 
In bold and fair relieft la not this brave? 
Julia, ^abttraetedli/.'^ It is. 
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Wal. It should be bo. To cheer the blood 
That iavn in noble Tcing is made the feast 
That gladdens here ! You see this drapery ? 
'Tig richest velvet ! Fringe and tassels, gold 1 
Is not thia costly ? 

Juiia. Yes- 

fVal. And chaste, the while ? 
Both chaste and costly ? 

Julia, Yes. 

Wal. Come hither ! There's a mirror for you. See ! 
One sheet from floor to ceiling ! Look into it, 
Salute its mistress I Dost not know her' ? 

Julia, [tiffhitiff deepli/,'2 Yes 1 

IVal. And sigheat thou to know her ? Wait nntil 
To-morrow, when the banquet shall be spread 
In the fair hall ; the guests — already bid. 
Around it ; here, her lord ; and there, herself; 
Fre»ding o'er the cheer that hails him bridegroom. 
And her the happy bride ! Dost hear me t 

Julia, [giffhijiff sHU more deepl;/.] Yes. 

Wal. These are the day-rooms only, we have seen. 
For public and domestic uses kept. 
I'll show you now the lodging rooms. 

[Goes, then turjig and obtermi Julia ttanding 
perfectly alutracled. 
You're tired. 

Let it be till after dinner then. Yet one 
I'd like thee much to see — the bridal chamber. 

[Julia itarls, orottet her handi upon her breatt, 
and looks upieardt. 
I see you're tired : yet it is worth the viewing. 
If only for the tapestry which shows 
The needle like the pencil glows with life ; 

[Brinfft down ehairt, they tit. 
The story's of a page who loved the dame 
He served — a princess ! — Love's a heedless thing ! 
That never takes account of obstacles; 
Makes plains of mountains, rivulets of seas, 
Tliat part it from its wish. So proved the page, 
WIio from a state so lowly, look'd so high, — 
But love's a greater lackwit still than this. 
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Say it aspircB— that's gain ! Love atoopa — ib&t'a loss ! 
You know what comes. The princess loved the page. 
Shall I go oa, or hera leave off ? 

Julia. Go on. 

fVtd. Each side of the chamher shows a different 

Of tbia fond page, and fonder ladj's love*. 
First — no, it is not that. 

JuHa. Oh, recollect ! 

Wal. And yet it is. 

Julia. No doubt it is. What is't ! 

Wal. He holds to her a salvOT, with a cup ; 
His cheek more mantling with hia paauon, than 
The cup with the ruby wine. She heeda him not. 
For too great heed of him : — but seems to bold 
Debate betwixt her passion and her pride, 
Tliat's like to lose the day. You read it in 
Her vacant eye, knit brow, and parted lips, 
Which speak a heart too busy all within 
To note what's done without. Like yon the tale ? 

Julia. I list to every word. 

Wal. The next ride piunts 
The page upon bis knee. He has told his tale ; 
And found that when he lost his heart, he play'd 
No loring game : but won a richer one ! 
There may you read in him, how love would seem 
Most humble when most bold, — you question which 

• In represenlBtion, the passages following; this are cur- 
tailed — and the scene runs as foUowa; — Master Walter 
continues — 

The first side shows their passion in the dawn — 
In the next side 'tis shining open day — 
In the third there's clouding — I but touch on these 
To make a long tale brief, and bring thee to 
The last Bide. 

Julia. What shows tliatt 

Wai. The fate of lore 
Tliat will not be advised. — The scene's a dungeon, 
Its tenant is the page — he lies in fetters. 

Julia. Hard ! 
Hard as the steel, the hands tbat put them on ! Ac. 
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Appears to kiss her hand — his breath, or lips! 

Id her you read how wholly lost is she 

Who trusts her heart to love. Shall I give o'er ? 

Jidia. Nay, tell it to the end. Is't melancholy ? 

Wal. To answer that, would mar the story. 

Julia. Right, 

Wai. The third side now we come to. 

Julia. Wliat shows that? [^sire 

Wal. The page and princess still. Bat stands her 
Between them. Stem he grasps his daughter's arm, 
Whose eyes like fountains play; while through her tears 
Her paBsion shines, as through the fountun drops. 
The sun ! His minions crowd around the page 1 
They drag him to a dungeon. 

Julia. Hapless youth ! 

Wal. Hapless indeed, that's twice a captive ! heart 
And body both in bonds. But that's the chain. 
Which baluice cannot weigh, rule measure, touch 
Define the texture of, or eye detect. 
That's forged by the subtle craft of iove ! 
Xo need to tell you that he wears it. Such 
The cunning of the hand that plied the loom. 
You've but to mark the straining of his eye. 
To feel the coil yourself! 

Julia. I feel't without ! 
You've finisb'd with the third side ; now the fourth ! 

Wal. It brings us to a dungeon, then. 

Julia. The p^e. 
The thrall of love, more than the dungeon's thrall. 
Is there ? 

Wal. He is. He lies in fetters. 

Julia. Hard! 
Hard as the steel the hands that put them on. \ 

Wal. Some one unrivets them 1 

Julia. The princess? 'Tis! 

Wal. It is another page. 

Julia. It ia herself .' 

Wal. Her skin is fair ; and his is berry-brown. 
His locks are raven black ; and hers are gold. 

Julia. Love's cunning of disguises ! spite of locks. 
Skin, vesture, — it is she, and only she I 
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What will not constant woman do for love 
That's loved with constancy I Set her the task, 
Virtue approving, that will baffle her ! 
O'ertax her stooping, patience, coun^e, wit ! 
My life upon it, 'tis the princess' sell; 
Tranaform'd into a p^e ! 

fVal. Tlie dungeon door 
Stands open, and you see beyond — 

Jalia. Her father ! 

Wal. No ; a steed. 

Julia, [etartififf upr\ 0, welcome steed, 
My heart bounds at the thought of thee ! Thou eomest 
I'o bear the page from bonds to liberty. 
What else ? 

Wal.[rmnff.] The story's told. 

Julia. Too briefly told ; 
O happy princess, that had wealth and state 
To lay them down for love \ Whose constant love 
Appearances approved, not fabified ! 
A winner in thy loss as well as gain. 

JVal. Weighs love so much ! 

JuUa. What would you weigh 'gainst love 
That's true ? Tell me with what vou'd turn the scale ? 
Yea, make the index waver? Wealth ? A feather ! 
Rank? Tinsel against bullion in the balance ! 
The lo»e of kindred ? That to set 'gainst love ! 
Friendship comes nearest to't ; but pnt it in. 
Friendship will kick the beam! — weigh nothing 

'gainst it ! 
Weigh love against the world ! 
Yet are they happy that have nought to say to it. 

Wal. And such a one art thou. Who wisely wed. 
Wed happily. The love then apeak'st of, 
A flower is only, that its season has 
Which tbey must look to see the withering of; 
Who pleasure in its budding and its bloom ! 
But wisdom is the constant evergreen 
Which lives the whole year through ! Be that your 
flower ! 

Enter a Servant. 
Well 



■nia.t>,G00glc 



370 THE BOKCBBACK. 

Serv. My lord's secretary ia without. 
He brings a letter for her ladyship, 
And craves admittance to her. 

Wal. Show him in. 

Julia. No. 

Wal. Thou must see him. To show slight to him, 
Wero slighting him that sent him. Show him in ! 

QServont poet oui. 
Some errand proper for thy private ear. 
Besides the letter he may bring. What mean 
This paleness and this trembling ? Hark me, Julia ! 
If^ from these nuptials, which thyself invited — 
Which at thy seeking came — thou wonld'st be freed, 
Thou hast gone too far ! Receding were disgrace. 
Sooner than see thee suffer which, the hearts 
That love thee most, would wish thee dead ! Reflect ! 
Take thought I collect thyself ! With dignity 
Receive thy bridegroom's measenger ! for sure 
As dawns to-morrow's sun, to-morrow night 
Sees thee a wedded bride I ^Goet out. 

Julia, f^foiw.] A wedded bride ! 
Is it a dream? Is it a phantasm ? 'Tis 
Too horrible for reality ! for aught else 
Too palpable ! O would it were a dream ! 
How would I bless the sun that waked me from it ! 
I perish ! Like some desperate mariner 
Impatient of a strange and hostile land. 
Who rashly hoists his sail and puts to sea, 
And being fast on reefs aud quicksands borne. 
Essays in vain once more to make the land. 
Whence wind and cnrreut drive him, — I'm wreck'd 
By mine own act ! What ! no escape? no hope? 
None .' I must e'en abide these hated nuptials ! 
Hated ! — Ah ! own it, and then curse thyself! 
That madest the bane thou loathest — for the love 
Thou bear'st to one who never can be thine ! 
Yes — love ! Deceive thyself no longer. False 
To say 'tis pity for his fall, — respect, 
Engender'd by a hollow world's disdain, 
Which hoots whom fickle fortune cheers no more ! 
Tis none of these : 'tis love — and if not love, 
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Why then idolatry ! Ay, that's the name 

To speak the broadest, deepest, strongest passion. 

That ever woman's heart was borne away by 1 

He comes ! Thou'dst play the Udy, — play it now ! 



ServoHt. His lordship's secretary. ^Servant^EMi out. 

Julia. Speaks he not ? 
Or does he wut for orders to tinfold 
His business ? Stopp'd his business till I spoke, 
I'd hold my peace for ever ! 

\Clibford hneelt; pretenting a Utter. 
Does be kneel ? 

A lady am 1 to my heart's content! 
Could he unmake me that which claims his knee, 
I'd kneel to him, — I would ! I would ! — Your will ? 

C/t/l This letter from my lord. 

Julia. O fate ! who speaks ? 

Clif. The secretary of my lord. 

Julia. I breathe ! 
I could have sworn 'twas he ! 

[^Maiiei an effort to look at Mm, hitt it unabU. 
So like the Toice — 

I dare not look, lest there the form should stand ! 
How came he by that voice ? 'Tis Clifford's voice. 
If ever Clifford spoke ! My fears come back — 
Glifffwd the secretary of my lord ! 
Fortune hath freaks, bat none so mad as that ! 
It cannot be — it should not be 1 — a look. 
And all were set at rest. 

[ Tria to look at him again^ but cannot. 
So strong my fears. 

Dread to confirm them takes away the power 
To try and end them ! Come the worst, I'll look. 

^She triei again ; and again it unequal to the tat/c. 
I'd sink before him if I met his eye ! 

Clif. Will't pleaee your ladyship to take the letter? 

Julia. There Cliffind speaks again I Not Clifford's 
heart 
Could more make Clifford's voice I Not Clifford's tongne 
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And lips more frame it into Clifford's apeecli ! 
A question, and 'tis over I Know I you ? 

Clif. Rorerse uf fortune, lady, chaageit friends ; 
It turns them into strangers. What I am 
I have not always been ! 

Julia. Could I not name you ? 

Clif. If your disdain for one, perhaps too bold 
When hollow fortune call'd him favourite, — 
Now by her fickleness perforce reduced 
To take an humble tone, would suffer you — 

Julia. I might ? 

Clif. You might! 

Julia. Oh, Clifford ! is it you ? 

Clif. Your answer to my lord. [^Give* the Utter. 

Julia. Your lord I {^Meehanicaily lalatig it. 

Clif. Wilt write it? 
Or, will it please you send a verbal one ? 
I'll bear it faithfully. 

Julia. You'll bear it ? 

Clif. Madam, 
Your pardon, but my haste is somewhat urgent. 
My lord's impatient, and to use despatch 
Were his repeated ordere. 

Julia. Orders? WeU, 
I'll read the letter, sir. 'Tia right you mind 
His lordship's orders. They are paramount 1 
Nothing sliould supersede them ! — stand beude them I 
They merit all your care, and have it ! Fit, 
Most fit they should ! Give me the letter, sir. 

Clif. You have it, madam. 

Julia. So ! How poor a thing 
I look ! so lost, while he is all himself! 
Have I no pride ? [_SAe rinfft, the Servant enter*. 

Paper, and pen, and ink I 
If he can freeze, 'tis time that I grow cold ! 
I'll read the letter. 

\^Open» it, and hddi it at alout to read iL 
Mind his orders 1 So I 
Quickly be fits his habits to bis fortunes ! 
He serves my lord with all his will ! His heart's 
In bis vocation. So I Is this the letUx ? 
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Tl8 upnde down — and here I'm poring on't ! 
Most fit I let him see me play the fool ! 
Shame. Let me be myself! 

[_A Serwint enten with materiaU/br teritinff. 
A table, sir. 
And cliair. 

QT'Ae Servant brittfft a table and ehair, and ^oa out. 
She titt a wMU, vacantly gazing on the later- — ■ 
tien looh at Clifford. 
How pl^nly shows his humble sait ! 
It fits not him that weare it I I have wrong'd him ! 
He can't be happy — does not look it ! is not. 
That eye which reads the ground is argument 
Enough ! He loves me. There I let him stand,' 
And I am sitting ! 

[^Rita, take* a chair, and approaches Clifford. 
Fray yon take a chair. 

[/fe bowl, at aeknoviUdging and deeHningthe hotumr. 
She look* at him a while. 
ClifTord, why don't you speak to me ? ^She iteept. 

Clif. I trust 
You're happy. 

JiUia. Happy ! Very, very happy \ 
You see I weep, I am so happy ! Tears 
Are signs, you know, of nought but happiness ! 
When first I saw you, little did I look 
To be BO happy ! Clifford ! 
Clif. Madam? 
Jidia. Madam I 
I call thee Clifford, and thou call'st me madam ! 
Clif. Such the address my dnty stints me to. 
Thou art the wife elect of a proud Earl — 
Whoso humhle secretary sole, am I. 

Julia. Most right ! I had forgot I I thank yon. 

For so reminding me ; and give yon joy, 
That what, I see, had been a burthen to you, 
Is fairly off your hands. 

C/t/i A burthen to mo ! 
Mean you yourself ? Are yon that hnrthen, Jalia t 
Say that the sun's a burthen to the earth ! 
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Say that the blixid's a burthen to the heart ! 
Say health's a bnrtheD, peace, conteDtment, joy, 
Fame, ricbee, honoura ! everythiog that maa 
Deurea, and givea the name of blessing to ! — 
^ea such a burthen, Julia were to me. 
Had fortune let me wear her. 

Juiia. \_Aa4e.'\ On the brink 
Of what a pieciptce I'm standing ! Back, 
Back ! while the faculty remains to do't ! 
A minute longer, not the whirlpool's self 
More sure to suck thee down [ One effort ! There ! 
\^he retttmi to her teat, reoor>er$ her tdf-pouemoti, 
take* up the letter^ and readi. 
To wed to-morrow night ! Wed whom % A man 
Whom I can never love ! I should before 
Have thought of that. To-morrow night ! This hour 
To-morrow ! How I tremble 1 Happy bandi 
To which my heut such freezing welcome gives. 
As sends an i^e through me ! At what means 
Will not the desperate snatch ! Wbat^a honour's price ? 
Nor friends, nor lovers, — no, nor life itself! 
Clifford ! This momeut leave me ! 

[CiiFFORD reriw* up iKettage out of JaLtJLBiipht. 
Is he gone ! 

O docile lover ! Do bis mistress' wish 
That went against his own 1 Do it so soon ! — 
Ere well 'twas utter'd ! No good-bye to her ! 
No word ! no look 1 'Twas best that he so went ! 
Alas, the strait of her, who owns that best, 
Which last she'd wish were done t What's left m« 

now? 
To weep ! To weep ! 

^Leant Aer head upon her arm, tehich rettt upon 
the de»k, — ker other arm hanging lutleitly at 
her tide. Clifford eomet dotcn the *tage, look* 
a moment at her, apptvacheM her, and kneeling, 
taket her hand, 
a^. My Julia! 
Julia. Here again. 
Up ! up ! By all thy hopes of Heaven go hence ! 
To stay's perdition to me ! Look you, Clifford \ 
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Were thare a grave where thou art kneeling now, 

I'd walk into't, and be inearth'd alive. 

Ere tunt should touch my name ! Should some one 

And see thee kneeling thus ! Let ffi my hand! 
Remember, Clifford, I'm a promised bride — 
And take thy arm away ! It has no right 
To clasp my waist ! Jadge yon so poorly of me, 
Aa think I'll suffer this ? My honour, sir ! 

[_SAs breaJkt from htm, quit^ng her Hat. 
I'm glad you've forced me to reapect myself — 
Yon'U find that I can do so < 

Clif. I was hold- 
Forgetful of your station and my own ; 
There was a time I held your band unchid ! 
There was a time I might have clasp'd your waist — 
I had forgot that time was past and gone 1 
I pray you, pardon me ! 

Julia. [^loJUnedJ] I do so, Clifford. 

Cl^. I shall no more offend. 

Jtdia. Make sure of that. 
So longer is it fit thou keep'st thy post 
In'a lordship's household. Qive it up 1 A day — 
An hour remain not in it ! 

Clif. Wherefore? 

Julia. Live 
In the same bouse with me, and I another's ? 
Put miles, put leagues between us '. The same land 
Should not contain us. Oceans should divide us — 
With barriers of constant tempests — such 
As mariners durst not tempt ! O Clifford I 
Itash WBS the act so light tbat gave me up, 
That stnng a woman's pride, and drove her mad — 
Till in her frenzy she destroy'd her peace.' 
Oh, it was rashly done I Had you reproved — 
Expostulated, — bad you reason'd with me — 
Tried to find ont what was indeed my heart, — 
I would have shown it — you'd have seen it. All 
Had been as nought can ever be again .' 

Clif. Lovest thou me, Julia ? 

Julia. Dost tbou ask me, Clifford } 
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Cl^. These nuptials may be sfaunn'd— " 

Julia. With hoooiu- S 

Clif. Yes. 

Jiilia, Then take me ! Stop — hear me, and take me 
tiien! 
Let not thy passion be my counsellor I 
I>eal with me, Clifford, as my brother. Be 
The jealous guardian of my spotless name ! 
Scan thou my canse as 'twere thy sister's. Let 
Thy scrutiny o'erlook no point of it, — 
Nor turn it over once, but many a time : — 
That flaw, speck, — yea — the shade of one, — a soil 
So slight, not one out of a thousand eyes 
Could find it out, — may not escape thee ; then 
Say if these nuptials can be shunn'd with honour i 

Clif. They can. 

Julia. Then take me, Clifibrd ! [_Th^ tmbraee. 

(Vol. Imterinff.'i Ha ! What's this ? 
Ha ! treason ! What ! ray baronet that was. 
My secretary now ? Your servant, air ! 
Is't thus you do the pleasure of your lord, — 
That for your service, feeds you, clothes yon, pays yon ! 
Or takest thou but the name of his dependant ! 
Whaf s here ? — a letter. Fifty crowns to one 
A forgery ! I'm wrong. It is his hand. 
This proves thee double traitor ! 

Clif. Traitor! 

Jtdia. Nay, 
Control thy wrath, good Master Walter ! Do, — 
And I'll persuade him to go hence — [Master Walter 

retire* up tie ttage.'J I see 
For me thou bearest this, and thank thee, Clifford ! 
As thou hast truly shown thy heart to me, 
So truly I to thee have open'd mine ! 
Time flies ! To-morrow ! If thy love can find 
A way, such as thou sjud'st, for my enlargement. 
By any means thou canst, apprise me of it, — 
And soon as shown, I'll take it. 

Wal. Is he gone t 

Julia, He is this moment. If thou covet'st rae. 
Win me, and wear me ! May I trust thee ? Oh ! 
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If that'a thy soul, that's looking through thine eyes, 
Thou lovest me. and I may ! — I sicken, lest 
I never see thee more ! 

Clif. As life is mine, 
The ring that on tby wedding finger goes 
No hand but mine shall place there ! 

Wal. Lingers he ? 

Julia. For my sake, now away ! And yet a word. 
Dy all thy hopes most dear, be true to me ! 
Gfl now ! — yet stay ! Ulifibrd, while you are here, 
I'm like a baik distress'd and compaasleas. 
That by a beacon steers ; when you're away, 
That bark alone, and tossing miLes at eoa 1 
Now gu 1 Farewell ! My compass — beacon — land ! 
When shall my eyes be bless'd with thee agiun t 

Clif. Farewell ! QGW tyut. 

JtUia. Art gone ! All's chance — all's care — all's 
darkness \ [It Ud offb}/ Master Walter. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— An Apartment in the Earl of RochdaU't, 



Enter Helen and Fathom. 

Fatk. The long and the short of it is this — if she 
marries this Lord, she'll break her heart! I wish you 
could see her, madam. Poor lady ! 

Helm. How looks she, prithee ? 

Folk. Blarry, for ail the world like a dripping wet 
cambric handkerchief ! She has no colour nor st^gth 
in her; and does nothing but weep^poor lady 1 

Helen. Tell me again what siud she to thee { 

FatA. She offered me all she was mistress of to take 
the letter to Master Clifford. She drew herpuree firom 
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her pocket — the ring from her finger — she took her veiy 
ear-rings out of her ears — but I was forbidden, »nd 
refused. And now I'm sorry for it ! Poor Udy ! 

Helen. Thou should'at be sony. Thou bast a hard 
beort, Fathom. 

Faih. I, madam I My heartis as soft as a woman''s. 
You should have seen me when I came out of her 
chamber — poor lady ! 

Hekn. Did you cry? 

F<Uh. No ; but I was as near it as possible. I a hard 
heart ! I would do anything to serve her, poor sweet 
lady! 

Helen, Will you take b^ letter, asks she you again? 

Fath. No — I am forbid. 

Helen, Will yon help Master Clifibrd to an interview 
with her ! 

Fath. No — Master Walter would fiud it out, 

Helen. Will you contrive to get me into her chamber? 

Fat&. No — you would be sure to bring me into 
mischief. 

Helen. Go to ! You would do nothing to serve her. 
You a soft heart ! You have no heart at all ! Yon 
feel not for her ! 

Fath. But I tell you I do — and good right I have to 
feel for her. I have been in love myself. 

Helen. With your dinner I 

FatA, I would it had boen ! My pain would soon 
have been over, and at little cost. A fortune I squan- 
dered upon ber ! — trinkets — trimmings — treatings — 
what swallowed up the revenue of a whole year ! 
Wasn't I in love ? Six months I courted her, and a 
dozen crowns all but one did I disburse for her in that 
time ! Wasn't I in love ? An hoetter — a tapster — 
and a constable, courted her at the same time, and I 
offered to cudgel the whole three of them for ber ! 
Wasn't I in Ioto ? 

Helen. You are a valiant man. Fathom. 

FatA. Am not I ? Walks not the earth the man I 
am afraid of. 

Helen, Fear you not Mastra Walter ! 

Folk. No. 
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Hel^t. You do. 

Fath. I don't. 

Helen. I'll prove it to yon. You see him breaking 
your young miatreaa's heart, and hs-ve not the manhood 
to stand by her. 

FalA. What could I do for her? 

Helen. Let her out of prison. It were the act of a 

FalA. That man am I ! 

Helm. Well eaid, brave Fathom ! 

Fath. But my place! — 

Helen. I'll provide thee witli a better one. 

Fath. 'Tis a capital place ! So little to do, and so 
much to get for't. Six pounds in the year ; two suits 
of livery ; shoes and stockings, and a fiimous larder. 
He'd be a bold man that wonld put such a place in 
jeopardy. My place. Madam, my place ! 

Helen. I teU thee I'll provide thee with a better place. 
Thou shalt have less to do, and more to get. Now, 
Fathom, hast thou courage to stand by thy mistress ? 

Fath. 1 have ! 

Helen. That's right, 

Fath. Va let my lady out. 

Entfr Master Waltbr mipereeived, 
Helen. That's right. When, Fathom ? 
Fath. To-night. 

Helen. She is to be mairied to-night. 
Fath, This evening then. Master Walter is now in 
the library, the key is on the outside, and I'U lock him 

Helen. Excellent ! You'll do it ? 

F<ah. Rely upon it. How hell stare when he finds 
himself a prisoner, and my young lady at liberty ! 

Helen. Most excellent ! Youll be sure to do it ? 

Fath. Depend upon me ! When Fathom undertakes 
a thing, he defies fire and water — 

Wal. {_Comiiiff forward.'] Fathom ! 

Fath. Sir! 

Wal. Assemble straight the a 

Fath. Yes, sir ! 
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Wai. Mind, 
And h&ve them in the hall when I cotne down. 

FatA. Yes, sb ! 

fVal. And see yon do not stir a step, 
But where I order you. 

FatA. Not an inch, sir ! 

Wal. See that you don't — away 1 So, my fair mis- 
tress, [Fathom ^oet <mt. 
What'a this you have been plotting ? An escape 
For mistress Julia ? 

Helen. I avow it. 

Wal. Do you ? 

Helen. Yes; and moreover to your &ce I tell yon. 
Most liardly do you use her. 

fVal. Verily I 

Helen. I wonder where's her spirit I Had she mine. 
She would not takeH so easily. Do yon mean 
To force this marriage on her ? 

fVal. With your leave. 

Helen. Yon langh. 

JVal. Without it then. I don't laugh now. 

Helen. If I were she, I'd find a way to escape. 

Wal. What would you do ? 

Helen. I'd leap out of the window t 

Wal. Your window should he harrM. 

Helen. I'd cheat you still ! 
I'd hang myself ere I'd be forced to marry ! 

Wal. Well said ! you shall be married, then, to-night. 

Helen. Married to-night! 

Wal. Ah sure as I have said it. 

Helen. Two words to that. Pray who's to be my 
bridegroom ? 

Wal. A daughter's husband is her fathei's choice. 

Helen. My father's daughter ne'er shall wed such 
husband I 

Wal. Indeed! 

Helen. I'll pick a husband for myself. 

Wal. Indeed! 

Helen. Indeed, sir ; and indeed again ! 

Wal. Go dress you for the marriage ceremony. 

Helen. But, Master Walter, what is it yon metn ! 
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Enter Monua. 

Wal. Here comes your cotjwn;— he shall bo your 
bridesman 1 
The thonght'a a sadden one, — that will excuse 
Defect in your appointments. A plain dress, — 
So 'tis of white, — will do. 

Helen. I'll iteaa in black. 
I'll quit the castle. 

Wal. That you shall not do. 
Ita diiora are guarded by my loid's domestics, 
Its avenues — its grounds : what you must do, 
Do with a good grace. lu an hour, or less. 
Your father will be here. Make up your mind 1 
To take with thankfulness the man he gives you. 
Now, ^Ande'\ if they find not out how beat their hearts, 
I have no skill, not I, in feeling pulses. \,Goe* out. 

Helen, Why, couun Modus 1 What ! will you 
standby 
And see me forced to marry ? Cousin Modus 1 
Have you not got a tongue ? Have you not eyes i 
Do you not see I'm very — very ill. 
And not a chair in all the corridor ? 

Mod. I'll find one in the study. 

Helen, Hang the study ! 

Mod, My room's at hand. I'll fetch one thence. 

Helen. You shan't ! 
I'd faint ere you came hack ! 

Mod. What shall I do? 

Helen, Why don't you ofier to support me ? Well ? 
Give me your arm— be quick ! [Modus offert Aii arm. 
Is that the way 

To help a lady when she's like to foint? 
I'll drop unless you catch me ! ^Modds lupportt her. 
That will do; 
I'm better now — [^Modus offeri toleateher^ don'tleave 

me ! Is one well 
Because one's better ? Hold my hand. Keep so. 
I'll soon recover so you move not. Loves he — ^Atide. 
Which 111 be sworn he dae$, he'll own it now. 
WeU, cousin Modus? 
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Mod. Well, sweet consin ! 

Helen. WeU? 
You heard what Master Walter said ? 

Mod. I did. 

Helm. And would you have me marry ? Can't yc 
speak f 
Say yea or no. 

Mod. No, cousin. 

Helen. Bravely said ! 
And why, tny gallant cousin ! 

Mod. Why! 

Helen. Ah, why ! — 
Women, you know, are fond of reasons — why 
Would you not have me many ? How you blush 1 
la it because you do not know the reason ? 
You mind me of a story of a consin 
Who once her cousin such a question ask'd. 
He had not been to college though — for books, 
Had paee'd his time in reading ladits^ eyes. 
Which he could construe marvellcuBly well. 
Though writ in language all symbolicaL 
Thus stood they once together, on a day — 
As we stand now — discoursed as we discourse, — 
But with this difference, — fifty gentle words 
He spoke to her. fur one she spoke to him ! — 
What a dear cousin ! well, as I did say. 
As now I question'd thee, she qnestion'd him. 
And what was his reply ? To think of it 
Sets my heaxt beating — 'twas so kind a one i 
So like a cousin's answer — a dear cousin ! 
A gentle, honest, gallant, loving couun ! 
What did he say ? A man might find it out, 
Though never read he Ovid's Art of Love. 
What did he say ? He'd marry her himself I 
How stupid are you, cousin .' Let me go ! 

Mod. You are not well yet ? 

Helen. Yes. 

Mod. I'm sure you're not ? 

Helen. I'm sure I am. 

Mod. Kay, let me bold you, cousin ! 
I Uke it. 
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Helen. Do jrau ? I would wager you 
You coatd not tell tne why you like it. Well ? 
You see how true I know you ! How you Btare ! j 
What see you in my face to wonder at? 

Mod. A piur of eyes ! 

Helm. At last he'll find his tongue — ^Ande. 

And saw 70a ne'er a pair of eyes before ? 

Mod. Not Buch a pair. 

Helen. And why? 

Mod. They are so bright ! 
You have a Grecian nose. 

Helen. Indeed. 

Mod. Indeed 1 

Heien. What kind of mouth have I ? 

Mod. A handsome one. 
I never saw so sweet » pair of lips ! 
I ne'er saw lips at all tJU now, dear cousin ! 

Helen. Cousin, I'm well, — you need not hold me now. 
Do you not hear ? I tell yon I am wdl ! 
I need your arm no longer — take't away ! 
So tight it locks me, 'tis with pain I breathe ! 
Let me go, cousin! Wherefore do you hold 
Your face so close to mine ? What do you mean ? 

Mod. You've question'd me, and now I'll question 
yon, 

Helen. What would you learn ? 

Mod. The use of lips. 

Helen. To speak. 

Mod. Nought else ? 

Helen. How bold my modest cousin grows ! 
Why, other use know you ? 

Mod. I do! 

Helen. Indeed! 
Yon're wondrooa wise ? And pray what is it ? 

Mod. This! {^AttmtpU to km her. 

Hden. Soft ! My hand thanks you, cousin — for my 

I keep them for a husband 1 — Nay, stand off t 
I'll not be held in manacles again ! 
Why do you follow me ? 
Mod. I love you, cousin ! 
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Helen. 6 cousin, say you eo ! That's pasring struige ! 
FoIIb out most crossly — is a dire mishap^ 
A thing to sigh for, weep for, languish for. 
And die for 1 

Mod. Die for ! " . 

Helen. Yes, with laughter, conun 1 
For, coti»D, I love yon 1 

Mod. And you'll be mine ? 

Helen. I will. 

Mod. Your hand upon it. 

Helen. Hand and hea]^ 
Hie to thy dressing-room, and I'll to min^— 
Attire thee for the altar — so will I. 
Whoe'er may claim me, thou'rt the man shall have me. 
Away! Despatch ! But hark you, ere you go, 
Ne'er hrag of reading Ovid's Art of Love ! 

Mod. And cousin ! stop — one little word with you ! 
[SAe relurm, he truUchee a <Km.] 

[ Th^ go out teoerallj/. 



SCENE U.—Julia'$ Chamber. 
Enter Julia. 
Jttlia. No word from him, and evening now set in ! 
He cannot play me false ! Hia messenger 
la dogg"d— or letter intercepted. I'm 
Beset with spies ! — No rescue ! — No escape ! — 
The hour at hand that brings my bridegroom home ! 
No relative to aid me ! friend to coiinael me ! 

[A knock at the door. 

Enter two Female Attendants. 
Your will ? 

Firtt Attendant. Your toilet wuts, my lady; 
'Tis time you dress. 

Julia. 'Tis time I die ! [^ pealo/belit.'] What's that? 

Firtl Attendant. Yonr vredding bells, my lady.. 
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Julia. Mertily 
Tbfsy riDg my koeU ! 

[Second Attendant ^etenU an open case. 
And pray you what are these ? 

Seeond Attendant. Yonr wedding jewels, 

Julia. Set them by. 

Seeond Attendant. Indeed 
Was ne'er a braver set ! A necklace, brooch, 
And ear-rings all of brilliants, witb a hoop 
To guard your wedding ring. 

Julia. 'Twould need a gu^ 
That lacks a heart to keep it ! 

Second Attendant. Here's a heart 
Suspended from the necklace — one huge diamond 
Imbedded in a host of smaller onee I 
Oh! how it sparkles ! 

Julia. Show it me ! Bright heart, 
Tby lustre, should I wear thee, will be false,— 
For thou the emblem art of love and truth, — 
From her that wears thee nnto him that gives thee. 
Back to thy case! Better thou ne'er shouldst leave it — 
Better thy geme a thousand fathoms deep 
In their native mine agun, than grace my neck, 
Aud lend tby fur face to palm off a lie 1 

First Attendant. Wilt please you dress? 

Julia. Ah I in infected clothes 
New from a pest-house ! Leave me I If I dress, 
I dress alone ! O for a friend ! Time gallops ! 

^Attendants go out. 
He that should gnard roe is mine enemy! 
Constrains me to abide the fatal die, 
Hy rashness, not my reason cast ! He comes, 
That will exact the forfeit ! Must I pay it ? — 
E'en at the cost of utter bankruptcy! 
What's to be done ? Pronounce the vow that parts 
Hy body from my soul ! To what it loathes 
Links that, while this is link'd to what it loves ! 
Condemned to such perdition ! What's to bo done ? 
Stand at the altar in an hour from this ! 
An bonr thence seated at his hoard — a wife 
Thenoe ! — frenzy's in the thought ! What's to be done? 
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Enter Master Walter. 

Wal. What ! run the wavea so high ? Not ready 
yet! 
Your lord will soon be here I The guests coUeot. 

Julia. Show me some way to 'scape these nuptials ! 
Doit! 
Some opening for avoidance or escape, — 
Or to thy charge I'll lay a broken heart .' 
It may be, broken tows, and blasted honour ! 
Or else a mind distraught ! 

Wal. What's this ? 

Julia. The strait 
I'm fallen into my patience cannot heur ! 
It frights my reason— warps my sense of virtue ! 
Religion ! changes me into a thing, 
I look at with abhorring ! 

TVal. Listen to me. 

Julia, Listen to me, and heed me ! If this contract 
Thou hold'st me to — abide thon the result ! 
Answer to heaven for what I suffer 1 — act ! 
Prepare thyself for such calamity 
To fall on me, and those whose evil stars 
Have link'd them with me, as no past mishap. 
However rare, and marvellously sad, 
Can parallel 1 Lay thy account to live 
A smileless life, die an unpltied death — 
Abhorr'd, abandon'd of thy kind, — as one 
Who had the guarding of a young maid's peace, — 
Look'd on and saw her rashly penl it ; 
And when she saw her danger, and confesa'd 
Her fault, compell'd her to complete her ruin I 

Wal. Hast done ! 

Julia. Another moment, and I liave. 
Be wam'd ! Beware how you abandon me 
To myself ! I'm young, rash, inexperienced ! tempted 
By most insufferable misery ! 
Bold, desperate, and reckless ! Thou hast ^, 
Experience, wisdom, and collectedness, — 
Power, freedom, — every thing that I have not. 
Yet want, as none e'er wanted ! Thou canst save me. 
Thou ought'st ! thou must ! I tell tliee at his feet 
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I'll fall a corse— ere monnt his bridal bed ! 
So choose betwixt my rescue and my grave ; — 
And quickly too ! The hour of sacrifice 
Ib near ! Anon the immolatiDg priest 
Will summon me ! Devise some speedy means 
To cheat the altar of its victim. Do it ! 
Nor leave the task to rae 1 
Wal. Hast done? 
Julia. I have. 

JVal. Then list to me — 'and silently, if not 
With patience. — [Brin^i chain for himself and hw.^ 
How I viatch'd thee &om thy childhood, 
I'll not recall to thee. Thy father's wisdom — 
Whoso hnmble instrument I was — directed 
Your nonage should be pass'd in privacy, 
From your apt mind that far outstripp'd your years. 
Fearing the taint of an infected world ; — 
For, in the rich grounds, weeds once taking root, 
Grow strong as flowers. He might be right or wrong ! 
I thought him right ; and therefore ^d his bidding. 
Most certainly ha loved you — so did I j 
Ay ! well as t had been myself your father ! 

Qif w hand u retting upon kit Imee^ Julia attempts 

to take it — ha withdrawt it — lookt at her — the 

kangt her head. 
Well; yon may take my hand I I need not say 
How fast you grew in knowledge, and in goodness, — 
That hope could scarce enjoy its golden dreams 
So soon fulfilment realized them all ! 
Enough. You came to womanhood. Your heart, 
Pure as the leaf of the consummate hnd, 
That's new unfolded by the smiling sun. 
And ne'er knew blight nor canker ! 

QJdlia attemptt to place her other hand on his 

should^— he leant f r mi her —lookt at her — she 

hang* her head again. 
Put it there ! 

Where left I off ? I know 1 When a good woman 
Is fitly mated, she grows doubly good. 
How good soe'er before ! I found the man 
I thought a match for thee ; and, soon as found, 
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Proposed liim to thee. Twaa yonr fotber's will, 
Occaaton ofiering, yon ebould be married 
Soon as you reach'd to womanhood. — You liked 
My choice — accepted him, — We came to town ; 
Where, by important matter sammon'd tbenoe, 
I left you an afBanced bride ! 

Julia. You did ! 
You did ! [_Lean» her Aead upon her hand and weep*. 

Wal. Nay, check thy teare ! Let judgment now. 
Not passion, be awake. On my return, 
I found thee — what T I'll not describe the thing 
I found thee then ! I'll not describe my pangs 
To see thee sucb a thing 1 The engineer 
Who lays the last stone of bis sea-built tower, 
It cost bim years and years of toil to raise, — 
And, smiling at it, tells the winds and waves 
To roar and whistle now — but, in a night. 
Beholds the tempest sporting in its place — 
May look aghast, as I did ! 

Julia, [^/ailing on her kneet.'] Pardon rae ! 
Forgive me ! pity me ! 

Wat. Resume thy seat. [Ramt Aer.J 
I pity thee ; perhaps not thee alone 
It fits to sue for pardon. 

Julia. Me alone ! 
None other ! 

W(d. But to vindicate myself, 
I name thy lover's stem desertion of thee. 
What wast thou then with wounded pride ? A tbing 
To leap into a torrent ! throw itself 
From a precipice ! rush into a fire I I saw 
Thy madness — knew to thwart it were to chafe it — 
And humour'd it to take that course, I thought, 
Adopted, least 'twould rue ! 

Julia. 'Twas wisely done. 

Wal, At least 'twas for the best ! 

Julia. To blame thee for it. 
Was adding shame to shame ! But, Master Walter I 
These nuptials !— must they needs go on ? 

Servant, [entering.^ More guests 
Arrive. 



.ignieObyGoOglc 



Wal. Attend to them. QSerraitt ffoe* out. 

Julia. Dear Master 'Walter ! 
Is there no way to escape these nuptiab 7 

Wal. Know'st not 
'Wliat with these naptUls comes ? Haat thou forgot ? 

Julia. What? 

Wal. Nothing ! — I did tell thee of a thing. 

Julia. What was it ? 

fVal. To forget it was a fault 1 
Look back and think- 

Julia. I can't rememher it. 

Wal. Fathers, make strawsyour children! Nature's 

Blood nothing ! Once in other veins it runs, 

It no more yearoeth for the parent flood, 

Than doth the stream that from the source disparts. 

Talk not of love instinctive — what you call so 

Is but the brat of custom ! Your own flesh 

By habit cleaves to you — without, 

Hath no adheuon ! [^«(fe,] 9o ; you have forgot 

You have a fether, and are here to meet him ! 

Jtilia. I'll not deny it. 

Wal. You should blush for't. 

Julia. No ! 
No ! no : hear, Master Walter ! what's a father 
That you've not been to me ? Nay, turn not firom me, 
For at the Dame a holy awe I own. 
That now almost inclines my knee to earth .' 
Bat thou to me, except a father's name. 
Hast all the father been : the care — the love — 
The guidance — the protection of a father. 
Canst wonder, then, if like thy child I feel, — 
And feeling so, that father''s claim forget 
Whom ne'er I knew, save by the name of one ? 
Oh turn to me, and do not cbide me ! or 
If thon wilt chide, chide on ! but turn to me ! 

Wal. \jtrTtfffflinff icith emotion.'^ My Julia ! 

[Embraeet Aer. 

Jtilia. Now, dear Master Walter, hear me ! 
Is there no way to 'scape these nuptials ? 

Wal. Juha, 

82 
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A promise made admits not of release. 

Save by consent or forfeiture of those 

Who hold it — so it should be ponder'd well 

Before we let it go. Ere man should say 

I broke the word I had tlie power to keep, 

I'd lose the life I had the power to part with ! 

Remember, Julia, tliou and I to-day 

Must to thy &ther of thy training render 

A strict account. While honour's left to UB, 

We have something — nothing, having all bot that. 

Now for thy last act of obedience, Julia ! 

Present thyself before thy bridegroom ! ^Ske attent*.] 

Good! 
My Julia's now herself! Show him thy heart. 
And to his honour leave 't to set thee free 
Or hold thee bound. Thy father will be by ! 

[ TA^ ffo out $ev«rallff. 



SCENE III.— rAa Banqueting Roam. 
£!jUer Mastbh Wai.teh aitd Master Hbj 
Heart. Thanks, Master Walter ! Ne'er waa child 
more bent 
To do her Other's will, you'll own, than mine : 
Yet never one more froward. 

W(U. All runs fair- 
Fair may all end I To-day you'll learn the cause 
That took me out of town. But soft awhile, — 
Here comes the bridegroom, with his Mends, and here 
The all-obedient bride. 

Enter on one hand Julia, and on the other hand Lors 

RouHDALE with LoRn Tiubbl, and fritads — aftertearde 

Clifford. 

Roe&. la she not fair ? 

Tin. She'll do. Yonr servant, lady ! Mari;er Walter, 
We're glad to see you. Sirs, you're welcome all 
What wait they for ? Are we to wed or not I 
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We're ready — why don't they present the bride? 
I hope they know she is to wed an earl. 

Rock, Should I speak first ? 

Tin. Not for your coronet ! 
I, 09 your friend, may make the first advance. 
"We've come here to be married. Where's the bride ? 

Wal. There stands she, lord j if 'tis her will to wed, 
His lordship's free to take her. 

Tin. Not a step ! 
1, as your friend, may lead her to your lordship. 
Fair lady, by your leave. 

Julia. No ! not to you. 

Tin. I ask your hand to give it to his lordship. 

Julia. Nor to his lordship — -Have he will accept 
My hand without niy heart ! but I'll present 
My knee to him, and, by his lofty rank, 
Implore him now to do a lofty deed 
Will lift its stately head above his rank, — 
Assert him nobler yet in worth than name, — 
And, in the place of an unwilling bride, 
XTnto a willing debtor make him lord, — 
Whose thanka shall be his vassals, night and day 
That still ahaU wait upon him ! 

Tin. What means this ? 

Julia. What ia't behoves !i wife to bring her lord ? 

Wal. A whole heart, and a true one. 

Julia. I have none ! 
Not half a heart — the fraction of a heart ! 
Am I a woman it befits to wed ? 

fVal. Why, where's thy heart ? 

Julia. Gone — out of my keeping ! 
Lost— past recovery : riglit and title to it — 
And all given up ! and he that's owner on't, 
So fit to wear it, were it fifty hearts, 
I'd give it to him all ! 

Wal. Thou dost not mean 
His lordship's secretary ? 

Julia. Yes. Away 
Disguises ! in that secretary know 
The master of the heart, of which, the poor. 
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Unvalued, empty casket, at yonr feet, — 

Its jewel gone, — I now despairing throw ! QK««i». J 

Of his lord's bride be'a lord ! lord paramount 1 

To whom her virgin homage firet she paid, — 

'Gainst whom rebell'd in frowardness alone. 

Nor knew herself how loyal to him, till 

Another claim'd her duty — then awoke 

To sense of all she owed him — all his worth — 

And aU her undeservings ! 

Tin. Lady, we came not here to treat of hearts, — 
But marriage; which, so please you, is with us 
A simple joining, by the priest, of hands. 
A ring's put on ; a prayer or two ia said ; 
You're man and wife, — and nothing more ! For hearts. 
We oft'ner do without, than with them, lady ! 

Clif. So does not wed this lady ! 

Tin. Who are you ? 

Cl^. I'm secretary to the Earl of Rochdale. 

Tin. My lord! 

RooA. I know him not — 

Tin. I know him now — 
Your lordship's rival! Once Sir Thomas Clifford. 

Clif. Yes, and the bridegroom of that lady then. 
Then loved her — loves her still ! 

Julia. Was lov'd by her — 
Though then she knew it not ! — is loved by her. 
As now she knows, and all the world may know ! 

Tin. We can't be laugb'd at. We are here to wed. 
And shall fulfil our contract. 

Julia. Clifford ! 

Clif. Julia! 
You will not give your hand ? 

£_A paute — JtxiA leemi utterly lost. 

Wal. You have forgot 
Again. You have a father ! 

Julia,. Bring him now, — 
To see thy Jnlis justify thy training. 
And lay her life down to redeem her word ! 

Wal. And so redeems her all ! Is it your will. 
My lord, these nuptials shonld go on ! 
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Roeh. It is. 

Wal. Then is it mine they stop ! 
Tin. I told your lordship 
You should not keep a Hunchback for your agent. 

Wal. Thought like my father, my good lord, who said 
He would not have a Hunchback for his son, — 
So do I pardon you the aavago slight ! 
My lord, that I am not as straight as yon. 
Was blemish neither of my thought nor will. 
My head nor heart. It was no aet of mine, — 
Yet did It curdle nature''3 kindly milk 
E'en where 'tis richest — in a parent's breast — 
To cast me out to heartless fosterage, 
Not heartless always, as it prov'd — and give 
My portion to another ! the same blood — 
Bnt I'll he sworn, in vein, my lord, and soul — 
Although his trunk did swerve no more than yours — 
Kot half so straight as I. 

Tin. Upon my Ufe 
You've got a mchdest agent, Bocbdale ! Now 
He'll prove himself descended — mark my words^ 
From some small gentleman ! 
Wal. And so you thought. 
Where nature play'd the churl, it would be fit 
That fortune play'd it too. Yon would have had 
My lord absolve me of my agency ! 
Fikir lord, the flaw did cost me fifty times — 
A hundred times my agency ; — but all's 
Recover'd. Look, my lord, a testament 
To make a pension of bis lordship's rent roll I 
It is my father's, and was left by him. 
In case his heir should die without a son, 
Then to be open'd. Heaven did send a son 
To bless the heir. Heaven took its gift away. 
He died — His father died. And Master Walter — 
The unsigiitly agent of his lordship there — 
TlieHuncbbackwhomyourlordsbip would have stripp'd 
Of his agency, — is now the Earl of Rochdale ! 

Tin. We've made a small mistake here. Never mind, 
""Tis nothing in a lord. 
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Julia. The Earl of Rodidale ! 

Wal. And irhai of that ? Thou knoVst not half 
my greatness ! 
A prouder title, Julia, have I yet. 
Sooner than part with which I'd give that up. 
And be again plain Master Walter. What ! 
Dost thou not apprehend me ? Yes, thou dost ! 
Command thyself — don't gasp ! My pupil— daughter ! 
Come to thy father's heart ! 

^JuLiA. ruthei into hit artnt. 

Enter Fatbom. 

Fath. Thievery ! Elopement— escape — anest ! 

Wal. What's the matter ? 

Fath. Mistress Helen is running away with Master 
Modus — Master Modus is running away with Mistress 
Helen — but we have cavght them, secured them, and 
here they come, to receive the reward of their merits. 

Enter Hblbh and Modus, foUmeedby Servant*. 

Helen. I'll ne'er wed man, if not my cousin Modus. 

Mod. Nor woman I, save couun Helen's she. 

Wal. [to Master Heartwell.^ A daughter, have 
you, and a nephew, too. 
Without their match in duty ! Let them marry. 
For you, air, who to-day have lost an earldom. 
Yet would have shared that earldom with my child — 
My only one — content yourself with prospect 
Of the succession — it must fall to you. 
And fit yourself to grace it. Ape not those 
Who rank by pride. The man of simplest bearing 
Is yet a lord, when he's a, lord indeed ! 

Tin. The paradox is obsolete. Ne'er heed ! 
Leam from his hook, and practise out of mine ! 

Wal. Sir Thomas Clifford, take my daughter's 
hand ! — 
If now you know the master of her heart t 
Give it, my Julia ! You suspect, I see. 
And rightly, there has been some masking here. 
Content thee, daughter, thou sbalt know anon. 
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How jealousy of my mie-shapen back 

Made me mistrastfiil of a child's affections — 

Who doubted e'en a wife's— bo that I dropp'd 

The title of thy father, lest thy duty 

Should pay the debt thy love could solve &Ione. 

All this and more, that to thy friends and thee 

Pertains, at fitting time thou shaJt be told. 

Bat now thy naptiaJs wait — the happy close 

Of thy liard trial — wholesome, though severe ! 

The world won't cheat thee now — thy heart is proved ; — 

ThoQ know'st thy peace by finding out its bane. 

And ne'et vrilt act from reckless impulse more 1. 
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